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F R E i^ -A.''o is . ^^o 

The Eolian Harp has been pronounced by competent judges one ofthe best 
Sunday School Music Books, of its size, ever published. A correspondent of one of 
our periodicals says, ** Ihave just examined the *Eolian Harp/ a collection of Hymns 
and Tunes for Sunday School and Band of Hope Meetings, by Rev. J. W. Dadmun 
author of * Revival Melodies.' We consider this collection of Sunday School Music, 
one of the best, if not the very best, we have seen. We say to Pastors and Sunday 
School Superintendents, send on your orders for this little book, and spread new musical 
joys by the pathways of youthful hearty." 

The favor with which it has been received has induced the author to issue No. 2. 
The first number contains only 48 pages, while No. 2, contains 96 pages. In this 
volume both are united, making 144 pages. Here you will find things new and old. 
The times have suggested some beautiful Patriotic, and Temperance pieces, which will 
interest all classes. We have endeavored to furnish a sufficient variety for the adult 
department of the Sunday School, as well as for the children. If we can aid the cause 
of Sunday Schools by this means we shall feel amply rewarded for the labor. 
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Musio by J. W. D. 
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Teachers. Come, ye children, and adore him — Lord of all, he reigns a - boTe ; ) 

Come and worship now before him — He hath called you by his ioye. ) He will grant you every blessing 



si 



Come, with humble hearts expressing All your gral-i - tude and praise. 
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CHILDREN. 

2 On this holy day of gladness 

We will Join in praises meet ; 
Every bosom free from sadness, 

All with happiness replete. 
to feel the love of Jesus ! 

to know that, from above, 
Still our heavenly Father sees us 

With an eve of tender love. 




TEACHERS. 
8 Dearest children, now adore him ; 
Swell aloud the joyful strain : 
Let the nations bow before him— 

Echo back the notes again. 
While he will accept the praises. 

E'en from every heart and tongue, 
Those to him an infont raises, 
StiU are sweetest of the song. 

TEACHERS AND CHILDREN. 
4 Praise to thee, Lord, forever ! 
Qladly now we all unite ; 
Praise to thee, God ! the giver, 
Blessed Lord of life and light ! 
Ransomed nation, spread the story ! 

Rescued people, ne'er give o'er ! 
All his grace, and all his glory, 
proclaim foiever move ! 



CLOSING I.AJBORS. 



P. M. 

/7\ 



J. W. D. 
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1. The labors of a - nother year Are sealed to ns be-low, The seed we've sown in hope and 
2. Let not our strength be spent in vain, Nor tares the word destroy ; But they who sow the precious 
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fear, And watered oft with many a tear, Heaven grant may fruitful grow, Heaven grant, &c. 
grain, Be seen returning home again, Bringing their sheaves with joy, Bringing their, &c. 
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8 Our Father, guide this youthful band 
In wisdom's pleasant ways; 
Upheld by thy all-powerful hand. 
Firmly for Jesus may they stand 
Through all their coming days. 



4 Their souls by grace divine renew. 
Through Jesus freely given ; 
And when to earth they bid adieu, 
Give them abundant entrance through 
The pearly gate of heaven. 

W. R. Bowen. 
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THE SCHOOL GATHERING. 8s. 5 

from " Hymn and Tone Book for Prayer and Social Meedngs." [By permission.] 
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1. We cornel we cornel with loud acclaim To sing the praise of Je - sas' name ; Jjid 
And low - ly bend, to of - fer there, From youthful lips our humble prayei^-To 
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2 We eome ! we come ! the song to swell, 
Of him who loTed the world so well ; 
That stooping from his Father's throne, 
He died to claim us as his own. 
With Joy we haste the aisles to fill, 
Yet youthful bands are gathering still. 
Oh, thus may we, in heaven aboye, 
Unite in prantes and in love ; 
And still the angels fill their home 
With joyful cry, " They come • they eome !' 
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Words and miuio hj W. R. BowxH. 
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1. We are life - tie flower-buds, Of life's early spring ; And our lit - tie offering To our Father bring. 

2. Though we very small may be, God hath called us his, Saying of such little ones,Heaven'8 great kingdom is. 
8. We are taught the way to heaven In our Sunday school, And our actions here to guide By the golden rule. 
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4 Much we love ouif little school, 
And our Teachers kind. 
Who with earnest, patient seal, 
Guide each youthful mind. 

SING HIS 



FBAISE. 



5 Come and see our Sunday school, 
On some Sabbath day, 
And the scene presented you, 
Sichly will repay. 

7s & 6s. 
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1. Would you be as angels are. Sing, sing, sing His praise ; 7 
Would you banish every care,Sing, sing, sing His praise ; 5 



[of spring, 
. „. „. „ . ,, Like the lark upon the wing, like the warhling bird 

Like the crystal spheres that ring— Sing, sing, sing His praise. 
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2 If the world upon you frown, Sing, &e. 
If you're left to sing alone, Sing, &e. 
If sad trials come to you. 
As to every one they do, 
For that they are blessings too — Sing &e. 



8 For His wondrous Ayi^S ^^^^i 
That He intercedes above—S^Ki 
Thus, whene'er yo^^ cO^® ^- *^^' 



Sing, &o. 



You shaU soar bevrvw a ^ve a^y< «, - , 

And with angel c^^Y^ott^^&^^-^^»^8i*^«- (I 



THE EDEN ABOVE. 12s & lis. An. by J. w. D. 7 



2 In that blessed land neither sighing nor anguish 
Can breathe in the fields where the glorified roTe ; 
Ye heart-burdened ones, who in misery languish, 
say, will you go to the Eden above ? 
Will you go, will you go, will you go, will you go, 
say, will you go to the Eden abore ? 

8 Each saint has a mansion prepared and all furnished, 
Ere from this clay house he is summoned to more ; 
Its gates and its towers with glory are burnished ; 



say, will you go to the Eden aboye ? 

Will you go, will you go, will you go, will you go, 

say, will you go to the Eden above f 

4 March on, happy pilgrims, that land is before you. 
And soon its ten thousand delights we shall prove ; 
Yes, soon we shall walk o'er the hills of bright glory, 
And drink the pure joys of the Eden above. 
We will go, we will go, we will go, we will go, 
yes, we will go to the Eden above. 

Kcv. W. Hunter. 
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FESTAL DAT. 88 & 78. 

Words and Mude by W. R. Bownr. 
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1. Once again in gladnev meeting, Hail we now our festal day ; Join ns in our thankful lay i 

Friends and teachers joyful greeting, 
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While our yoioes sweetly blending, Swell the anthem lovd and clear,' ' ' Greet our heayenly Father's ear. 

Like sweet incense heayen ascending, 
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2 God has sent us blessings many 

As the sands of ocean shore ; 
Nor withholdMi frMn us any 

That would make our pleasuxw more : 
Turned aside the &tal arrow ; 

SaTed ns ftom the hidden snare ; 
In the pathway steaight and narrow, 

Kept our feet with watehftd care. 
8 Though to-day we meet in gladness, 

H«aTt>n'8 rich blessings round us spread } 
Many hearts are bowed with sadness, 

Mourning for the early dead. 



Little stars in hearen shining, 

With the millions of the blest, 
On the Saviour's breast reclining. 

They forever are at rest. 
4 Heavenly Father, still protect us, 

Through this year as through the past ; 
In our youth and age direct ns. 

While our years on earth shall last ; 
Ke'er thy holy law transgressing, 

But through JesuB^ pTeolous blood, 
Each become, thy lo^e possessing, 

Temples of the Uviotf ^^- 



CHOEAIi SONG. P. M. 
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1. Come, let «8 all awake, Sing, every one; Let erery voice partake* J<»n in onr eong ; 
2. Thanks to our God on high, Smg endless praise ; Thanks for his watchful eye, Guiding our ways. 
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Oar grateful notes of praise, O Lord, to thee we raise, Spirit of truth andgraee, Lord^hear our song. 
Thanks for his holy word, Pointing to Jesos' blood, Sealing onr peace with God, To endless days. 



B Down from his Father's throne, 

Glorious and bright, 
He came, and bled, and died--* 

wondrons sight! 
Jesus, to thee we come. 

In childhood's early bloom, 
0, lead us safety home 

To realms of light. 



4 Then let us all awake. 

Sing every one ; 
Let every voice partake, 

Join in our song; 
Children, his praise proclaim. 
Teachers, prolong the strain, 
Glory to Jesus' namel 

Worthy the Lamb! 



NO TAB.T1NQ THEBE. S. M. 



W. D. 




1. And may I still get there ? Still reach the heavenly shore T The land for-ev - er bright and fair 
ho. There'll be no parting there, There'll be no parthig there; In heaVen alone no sorrow's known! 
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reigns no more, 
part - ing there. 
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2 Shall I, unworthy I, 

To fear and donbting given, 
Mount up at last and happy fly, 
On angefl's wings to heaven ? There'll, &o. 
S Hail, love divine and pure I 
Hail, mercy from the skies f 
Mv hopes are bright and now secure. 
Upborne by faith I rise. There'll, &o. 
4 I part with earth and sin, 

And shout the danger's past; 
My Saviour takes me fuUv in, 
And I am his at last. There'll, &c. 

Rer. W. Hanter. 



10 Death of a Teacher, 

1 Weep, little children, weep, 

A teacher gone before ; 
For those that loved to see his face, 
Shall see his face no more. 

2 Yet all whom once he taught 

To sit at Jesus' feet. 
And seek the blessedness he sought, 
May him in glory meet. 

5 Grieve, brother teachers, grieve : 

With you he bore the cross ; 
And gladly, for a crown of life, 
Accounted all things loss. 
4 His eye, his voice, his hand, 
Still marshal you along: 
A fearless, firm, united band- 
Quit ^ou like men — be strong. 

6 Strong m the Lord was be, 

And valiant for the truth ; 
Go, train your little ones to be 
Christ's soldiers from their youth. 
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DEPTH OF MEBCY. 7s. 

Arr. by O. W. Baixou. 
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2 I have long withstood his grace; 
Long provoked him to his face; 
Would not hearken to his calls ; 
Grieved him by a thousand falls ; 
God is love, &c. 

8 Now incline me to repent; 
Let me now my sins lament; 
Now my foul revolt deplore. 
Weep, believe, and sin no more; 
God is lave, &c. 



4 Kindled his relentings are; 
Me he now delights to spare ; 
Cries, How shall I give thee up? — 
Lets the lifted thunder drop. 

God is love, &c. 

5 There for me the Saviour stands ; 
Shows his wounds, and spreads his hands. 
God is love I I know, I feel; 

Jesus weeps, and loves me still; 
God is love, &c. 
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OH, SIIiG TO ME OF HEAVEN.« S. M. 



pit 



Air from ** Sacred Melodies,^' vy penrJarion. 



=i 



Bstinonked. by S. B. Blahohaxp. 
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1. When sickness, pain, and death Come o'er a god - Ij child. How 
Chortts. There'll be no sor • row there. There'll be no sor - row there, In 
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sweetlj 
heaven a • 



then de - parts the breath! The dy • ing pang how mild! 
bove, where all is love, Therell be no sor - row there. 
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2 It gently sinks to rest. 

As once it used to ao 
Upon its mother's tender breast, 

And as securely too. 
8 The spirit is not dead. 

Though low the body lies; 



But, freed from sin and sorrow, fled 
To dwell beyond the skies. 
4 That death is but a sleep 
Beneath a Saviour's care; 
And he will surely safely keep 
The body resting there. 



* The melody of this interesting and popular tune is here restored to the form in which it was or^^ally tiiDg. 
In this form it was performed to the words " Oh, sing to me of heaven," by the Court Street Sabbath Sehool, 
Bingham pton, N. T., at the funeral of Miss Juliaette Clark, daughter of Rev. U. R. Clark ; and also at the 
ftmeral of Miss S. S. Mattison, daughter of tlie compUer of Sacred Melodies^June 22d, 1864. 
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"OH, SING TO ME OF HEAVEN," Concluded. M 

No Sorrow there, S. M. 14: Invitation to Chiit, S. M. 



1 Oh, sing to me of heaven, 
When I am called to die, 
Sing songs of holy ecstasy. 
To waft my soul on high. 

8 When cold and slavish drops 
Roll off my marble brow. 
Break forth m songs of joyfolness, 
Let heaven begin below. 

3 When the last moments come, 

Oh, watch my dying face, 
To catch the bright seraphic gleam 
Which o'er my features plays. 

4 Then to my raptured ear. 

Let one sweet song be given; 

Let music charm me last on earth. 

And greet me first in heaven. 

5 Then close my sightless eyes, 

And lay me down to rest, 
And fo!d my pale and icy hands 
Upon my lifeless breast. 

6 Then round my senseless clay 



Asseml^e those I love, 



And sing of heaven, delightful heaven, 
My glorious home above. 

[Ifn. Dana.] 



1 Come, children, come to God; 
Cast all your sins away; 
Seek ye the Saviour's cleansing blood; 
Bepent, believe, obey. 

Chorus, I'm glad salvation's free — 
I'm glad salvation's free — 
Salvation's free for you and me, 
I'm glad salvation's free. 

ft Say not ye cannot come; 
For Jesus bled and died. 
That none who ask in humble frtith 
Should ever be denied. 
I'm glad, &c. 

t Say not ye will not come. 

When God vouchsafes to call; 
For fearful will their end be found 
On whom his wrath shall fall. 
I'm glad, &c. 

4. Come, then, whoever will; 

Come while 'tis called to-day ; 
Seek ye the Saviour's cleansing blood: 
Bepent, believe, obey. 
rm glad, &c. 
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WOOLWICH. O, M. 



^^^^i^^ 




1. 0, happy Tandr 0, happy land! Where saints and angels dwell; We long te> join that 
2. Thou heav'nly Friend! thou heav'nly Friend f 0, hear us when we pray; Now let thy pard'ning 
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glorious band, And all their anthems swell; But every voice in yonder throng, On 
,ce descend, And take our sins a - way; Be all our fresh, our youthful days, To 
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earth has breathed a prayer ; No lips untaught may join that song, Or learn the mu - sic there. 
Thy best service given ; Then we shall meet to smg thy praise, A ransomed band in heaven. 
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i 1. We lore to go to Sabbath sch--' '*""- — ' ' ™'"- — ^ * ■ »^^ *-- **- *^-- *'*^ -* *-*- ^- 

y 2. Out Teacher we do dear-ly love 



1. We lore to go to Sabbath school.Willie and I^^ WUHe and I ; And be the weather fottl of Mr, We 

2. Our Teacher we do dear-ly love— Willie a&d I, WilHe and I ; She eomes aad takes us by Ifae hand,And 
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purpose to 
points ufl to 



be always there^To listen to the 
the bet-t«r land,And tries to make us 



opening prayer, Willie and I^ WUolie and I. 
understand— WilUeand I, Wil-lie and I. 
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3 Our fiither— mother too, we love- 
Willie and I, Willie and I; 
While nvany boys and girls there, are 
Whose parents for them do not care, 
We of tne good things richly share-^ 
WiUie and I, Willie and I. 



4 We ought to love the Savioar most*^ 
Willie and I, Willie and I; 
For if we love and serve him best, 
In his own bosom we shall rest. 
And be in heaven forever blest- 
Willie and I, WUUe aad h 
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HOMEWAKD BOUND. 10s &; 7s. 



An. by J. W. D. 
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1. I Out on an o-cean all boundless, Tfe ride, We're homeward boimd,homeward bound; 
( Tossed on the waves of a rongh, restless tide, We're homeward bound,honieward bound ; 
Promise of which on ns each be bestowed, We're homeward boiind,homeward bound. 
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Far from the safe, quiet harbor we're rode, Seeking oar Father's oe - lestial a • bode, 
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2. 

Wildly the storm sweeps us on as it roars, 
We^re homeward bound, homeward bound; 

Look I yonder lie the bright hearcnly shores. 
We're homeward bound, homewurd bound; 

Steady I pilot I stand firm at the wheel! 

Steady!' we soon shall out- weather the gaie: 

O, how we fly 'neath the loud-ereaking sail! 

We're homeward bound, homeward bound. 



Into the harbor of heaven now we glide. 
We're home at last, home at last; 

Softly we drift on the bright silver tide, 
We'rv home at last, home at last ; 

Glory to God I all our dangers are o'er; 

We stand secure on the glorified shore ; 

Glory to God, wo will slwut evermore, 

We're home at last, home at last. 

Rev* W. F. Warren. 
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18 Stay, Brother, Stay, 

1. 
Stay, brother, stay! whither eoinff so fast? 

Danger is there! danger's there! 
Bain, which rides t)n the merciless blast. 

Sweeps not so bare, not so bare. 
Poison they give, which corrupts and degrades, 
Pitfalls and snares for the drunkard are laid, 
Death and destruction to life is their trade, 

0, then beware! 0, beware! 

2. [homes ; 

Thousands you've heard of with once happy 

Where are they now ? are they now ? 
MilUons you've heard of who rushed to the 
tombs; 

Weep, thinking how, thinking how. 
Think of the fathers the foe has beguiled» 
Think of the heart-broken mother and child, 
Think of the homes made distracted and wild; 

Then take the vow, take the vow. 

8. 
Touch not the cup then, as long as you live; 

Safety is there! safety's there! [give; 

Pleasures yon sigh for, sweet Temperance can 

Make her your care, her your care. 
Come to her pledge, and enrolling your name, 
Hail it the passport from ruin and shame. 
To happiness, pure friendship, and fome, 

Come, brother dear, brother dear. 
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Heavenward Bound, 

1. 

In life's bright morning the tempest we brave,, 

We're heavenward bound, heavenward bouna 
Out on the dark and the storm broken wave. 

We're heavenward bound, heavenward bound. 
Earth's bright attractions grow dim in the light, 
The far distant city reveals to our sight, 
Toward which we're urging our unceasing flight, 

We're heavenward bound, heavenward bound. 



Tossed though we be on a dark restless tide, 
We*re heavenward bound, heavenward bound 

The old ship of Zion will dangers outride, 
We're heavenward bound, heavenward bound 

The voice of our Captain dispelleth our fear; 

Hear him proclaiming, "An hundred fold here," 

With life eternal, when he shall appear. 
To all heavenward bound, heavenward bound. 

8. 

Now to the youthful the voyage we commend, 

Come, with us go, with us go; 
Welcome! a welcome to all we extend, 

Sav, will you go, will vou go ? 
Swiftlv^ swiftly we'll fly to the ark! 
Our sfiip now is passing, — make haste to em- 

bari^i 
The night hastens quickly, all dreary and dark, 

Haste! let .us go, let us go! 

Bev. E. Maflon. 
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SABBATH SCHOOLS MUST HAVE THEIB MEETINGS. 
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For the children there are found. 'Tie not safe to 
Parents, wb; not let them go ? 



For the 



rain or for the 



gfe^f^^js r 



2 There they ring of Him who never 

Thrust aside their precious claims ; 
But took children to his bosom, 

As a shepherd doth his lambs. 
Some there were whc tried to keep them 

Waiting, till some other day ; 
But the Lord, their seal rebuking, 

Told them of a better way. ^ 

8 There, their hearts go up to hearen, 

On the fragrant breath of prayer ; 
Who shall say it is too early 

For the chUdren to be there ? 



Jesus says : why should they linger, 

(Speaking from his throne aboye,) 
Till they are a little older. 

Since they're old enough to loye ? 
4 0, then, let them have their meeting, 

Be the weather foul or fair ; 
So that when the Sariour calls them. 

They may answer, " Here we are." 
Tell them they can't come too early. 

To their friend who reigns abOTC j 
For, ere they can lisp his praises. 

They are old enough to love. 
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KIND WORDS CAIT NSVKB DIE. By permin^ion. 1( 
Music by Sisteb Abbt, of the Hatchinson Family. From S. S. fiell. No. 1. 



I woras toy M. Music by Sistee Abby, of the Hatchinson Family. From S. S. Bell. No. 1. 



1. Kind words can neyer die^ Cherished andble8t,0od knows bow d«>ep they lie. Stored in the breast. 

2. Childhood can nerer die — Wrecks of the past, Float o'er the memo - ry, Bright to the last 
8. Our souls can never die, Though in the tomb We may all have to lie. Wrapped in its gloom. 



Ball. Tempo. 






like Childhood's simple rhymes. Said o'er a thousand times, Go thro' all years and climes The heart to cheer. 
Ma-ny a happy thing, Ma-ny a daisy spring Float o'er time's ceaseless wing. Far, far a - way. 
What though the flesh decay. Souls pass in peace away, Live through e-ter - nal day With Christ aboye. 






I CHORUS. Music by H. Waters. 



^^^^^^mm^^m 



m 



• - -5- • » ^/ 1/ 1/ I 

Kind words can never die, never die, never die. Kind words can never die, no, never die. 

Childhood can never die, never die, never die. Childhood can never die, no, never die. 

Our souls can never die, never die, never die. Our souls can never die, no, never die. 

I __' ^ . , — : — ^7\ 
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PILGBIM'S SOIOTG. 

GIBL8. 



HSNRT WSXU. 
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1. Whither,pUgRmfl,areyon going.Each with staff in hand? We are going on a journe7,At the king's command ; 
2* Fear ye not the way so lonely ,You,a feeble band? No,ft>r firiends unseen are near us,Angel8 round us stand : 






Over plain0,and hili8,and valleys, We are going to his palace, We are going to his palace,In the better lanl. 
Christ our leader walks beside us,Ue will guard,and He will guide us. To the better land. 

He will guard,and He will guide us, 



8. Tell me, pilgrims, what you hope for, 

In the better land ? 
Spotless robes and crowns of glory, 

From a Saviour's hand ; 
We shall drink of lifes clear ri¥er, 

We shall dwell with Ood forever, 
We shall dwell with tiod foreTW, 

In the better land. 



4. Will you let me travel with you, 

To the better land ? 
Come away, we bid you welcome, 

To-our little band. 
Oome, come ! we cannot leave yon, 

Christ is waiting to receive you, 
Christ is waiting to receive you. 

In the better land. 
fte sale by J. P. MAQJEE, 6 Cornhill, 





I WANT TO BE AN ANGEL. P, M. 
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I want to be an an-gel, And with the an - gels stand, j 

A crown upon my forehead, A harp within my hand. J There, right before my 



L 




2 I never should be weary, 

Nor ever shed a tear, 
Nor ever know a sorrow, 

Nor ever feel a fear; 
But blessed, pure, and holy, 

Fd dwell in Jesus' sight, 
And with ten thousand thousands 

Praise him both day and night. 

3 I know I'm weak and sinful, 

But Jesus will forgive ; 
For many little children 
Have gone to heaven to Hto. 



Dear Saviour, when I languish, 

And lay me down to die, 
0, send a shining angel - 

To bear me to the sky. 
4 O, there PU be an angel, 

And with the angels stand, 
A crown upon my forehead, 

A harp within my hand ; 
And there before my Saviour, 

So glorious and so bright, 
I'll join the heavenly music, 

Aiid praise him day and night. 
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BEST FOB THE WEABY. 



J. W. D. 



l^^M 




#fNhM^ 



?nPT 



1. In the Christian's home in glory, There remains a land of rest, There my Sarionr's gone before me, 




To ful - fil my soul's request; There is rest for the weary, There is rest for the weary, 

/7N 
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2 He is fitting up my mansion. 
Which eternally shall stand, 
For my stay shall not be transient 
In that holy, happy land. 
There is rest, &c. 

8 Pain nor sickness ne'er shall enter, 
Grief nor woe my lot shall share ; 
But in that celestial centre, 
I a crown of life shall wear. 
There is rest, &c. 



4 Death itself shall then be vanquished, 

And his sting shall be withdrawn; 
Shout for ffladness, ye ransomed. 
Hail with joy the rising mom. 
There is rest, &c. 

5 Sinff, sing, ye heirs of glory: 

Shout your triumph as you go; 
Zion's gates will open for yon. 
You shall find an entrance through. 
Thore is rest, &c. 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



REST FOB THE WEARY, Concluded. 
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End fbr Temperance Hvinii 
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There is rest for the weary, There is rest for yoa — On the other side of Jordan, 
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life is blooming, There is rest for yon. 



In the sweet fields of Eden, Where the tree of 
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Qg Temperance Hffmn. 

1 O'er the dark abodes of sorrow, 

Cheered by no reviving ray, 
Brightly tem]?erance arising. 
Brings a bright and glorious day. 
Chorus, There is hope for the fallen, 
There is hope for-the fallen. 
There is hope for the fallen. 
There is hope for all. 

2 Thousands, long in bonda^ groaning. 

Hail the bright and glorious light; 



See, from eastern coast to western. 
Quickly fly the shades of night. 

8 May the heart-reviving story, 

Win and conquer — never cease— 
May the ranks of temperance ever 
liultiply and still increase. 
4 Now the trump of temperance sounding^ 
Rouse 1 ye freemen I why delay ? 
Let^our voices, all resounding, 
"Vn elcome on the happy day. 
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SUNNY SIDE. 8s & 7s. 



J. W. D. 



^^^^^^^ 



1. Come, and sing with joy and gladness ; El - e - vate your heeirts inpraise ; Come, dismiss all 

2. Come, and sweetly tune your yoioes ; Raise them to a lofty strain ; Sing a - load, while 
8. Yes, it was the Saviour's pleasure That they should not hold their peace ; And his blesidngs 
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gloom and sadness ; High your songs ex - ult-ing raise, — ^With the an - gel choirs u - nit - ing, 
heaven re - joi - ces ; Shout ! for Je - sus comes to reign : Glo - xy ! hear the an - gels cry • ing, 
without measure, He bestowed on such as these : Then to hear • en high as • cend • ing 
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Sing of Jesus' wondrous love ; Tis a subject so delighting. Thrilling all the harps above. 
Glo - ry to the Saviour's name ; Shall not children, with them vieing, Here, on earth, his praiee proclaim ? 
Shall our anthems quickly rise ; With angel - io voices blending Far a - bove yon a-aure skies. 




LET US WALK IN THE LIGHT. 



F. M. 25 

From S. S. BelL 




-f-r^ 



1. ( 'Tifl religion that can give— In the' light, in the light ; Sweetest pleasure while we live— In the light of Go* \ 
I 'Tis religion most supply— In the light, in the light : Sol - id comfort when we die— In the light of God. > 



2. < After death its joys shall be— In the light, in the light ; Lasting as e - ter - ni - ty- 
"^ " ' Fj ' ■ " 



. -. ^ . ^ . „ , In the light of God. > 

{ Be the living God my Friend— In the light, in the light ; Then my bliss shall never end— In the light of God. > 
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GHORUS. 



^8 1 Pleasant is the Sabbath bell— 
In the lig^t, in the light ; 
Seeming much of joy to tell, . 

In the light of God. 
But a music sweeter far — 
In the light, in the light: 
Breathes where angel-spirits 
In the light of God. 
Let us walk, &c. 



2 Shall we ever rise to dwell 
Where immortal praises swell? 
And can children ever go 
Where eternal Sabbaths glow? 
Let us walk, &c. 

8 Tes, that bliss our own may be ; 
All the good shall Jesus see: 
For the good a rest remains, 
Where the glorious Saviour reigns^ 
Let us walk, &c. 
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CALL THE CHILDBEN EABLY, bjbney tucsb 

Pablished by pennisaion of I^th, Pokd & Go., proprietors of the copyright. |^ 




tg; Which by the hiU-«id« gpxhiff 

Whflethedowisonthelloirors, *^^* 

2. Call the children early ,fltther,WhDe the dew is on ; Great the work that must be done Before the moming^g gone. 



1. OaU the children early, mother, While the birds do sinj 








Oft repeat the waUng irord. Till they rise to praise the Lord, Oft repeat the waking word, Till they rise, &o. 
Can fhem roand the altar bright,On which boms derotion's light,Calls them round the altarbright,On wliich, &e. 




1 Call the children early, teacher, 
To their wond'ring eyes, 
ET'ry Sabbath day, set forth 
The pearl of richest price. 
Call them early to the Lord, 
Thou shalt reap a rich reward. 
Call them &<v 



4 Call the children early, shepherd, 
Give the lambs thy -tare; 
See that they are folded safe 

Within the honse of prayer. 
Call them at the dawn of day. 
Lead them in the narrow way. 
Call them, fto. 
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HEAVEN IS MY HOME. 6s & 4s. 
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Heaven k 
Heayen is 
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my home; 
my home; 



Dancer and sor-row stand, Ronndme on 
Time 8 cold and win - try blast, Soon will be 



ev* - ry 
o - ver 
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hand; 
- past; 



;SH| 



^^ 



8 There at my Savioar's side 
Heaven is my home, 

I shall be glorified, 
Heaven is my home ; 

There are the good and blest. 

Those I loved most and best; 

There too I soon shall rest. 
Heaven is my home. 
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MY FATHEBLAND. 8s & 8s. 



J. w. D. 
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1. There ia a place where my hopes are stayed, My heart and my treasure are there ; Where yerdure and blossoms 
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CHOKUS. w I v 



nerer &de, And fields are e - ter - nal-ly &ir. That blissftil place is my & • ther-land, By 
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2 There is a place where the angels dwell, 
A ^ure and a peaceful abode ; 
The joys of that place no tongne can tell, 
Bnt there is the palace of God. 

8 Tnere is a place where my friends are gone, 
. Who suflfered and worshipped with me; 



Exalted with Christ high on his throne, 
The King in his beaaty they see. 

4 There is a place where I hope to live, 
When life and its labors are o'er; 
A place which the Lord to me will give, 
And then I shall sorrow no more. 

BeT. W. Hunter. 




MY JFATHERLAND, Concluded. 
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ftith its delights I explore, Come, fayor ity flight, an-gel - io band, And waft me in peao* to the shore. 
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THE LOBD'S FBAYEB. 



B. B.B. 
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Our Father who art in heayen, hallowed | be thy | name; ( Thy kingdom come, thy will be done 
on I earth. ..as it | is in | heaven. 

Give U8 this day our | daily | bread; | And forgive us our trespasses, as we forgive | those that | 
trespass... a- | gainst us. 

And lead us not into temptation, but deliver | us from | evil; | For thine is the kingdom, and the 
power, and the | glory, ..for- | ever,.. A- 1 men. 
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THE SHIlSriirG SHOBE. 

G. F. Root. 



p=± 



8b & 7s. 

From " Sabbath Bell," by permlnkni. 
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1. Mj days ata gliding swiftly by, And I, a pilgrim stranger, Would not de - tain them 

2. WeUl gird our loins, my brethren dear, Our distant home dis - cerning ; Our ab - sent Lord has 
8. Should coming days be cold and dark, We need noftcease our singing ; That per - feet rest naught 
4. Let sorrow's rudest tempests blow. Each chord on eanh to sev • er, Our King says come, and 
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CHORUS. 
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they fly ! Those hours of toil and dan - ger. For oh, we stand on Jordan's strand, Our 

us word, Let every lamp be burning — For oh, &e. 

molest, Where golden harps are ringing. 
's our home. For - ev - er, oh 1 for * ev - er ! 



g^f^l^^^^g ^^R^^ 



=1= 



It 



I 



■1=^ 



i^f 



■^_^_^4 l4 -4- 4- j>— jM— 4-4-*' . J^ ^ rf-i— 11 7 



:t=X 



friends are passing o - ver. And just belbre the shining shore We may almost dis - cover. 
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HAPPY DAY. 




\ft CHORUS. 
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1. O happy day that fixed my cliotce On thee, my Savionr and my God. t ( Happy day, happy day, when Jesus 
Weil may this glowing heart rejoice, And teli its raptures all aibroad. > { Happy day, &c. 
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2 happy bond, that seals my vows 

To Him who merits all my love ; 
Let cheerful anthems fill his house, 
While to that sacred shrine I move. 

3 'Tis done— the sreat transaction's done; 

I am my Lord's, and he is mine; 
He drew me. and I followed on, 
Charmed to confess the voice divine. 



4 Now rest, my long-divided heart; 
Fixed on this blissful centre, rest; 
Nor ever from thy Lord dep vt : 
With him of every good possessed. 

6 High Heaven, that heard the solemn vow, 
That vow renewed shall daily hear, 
Till in life's latest hour I bow, 
And bless in death a bond so dear. 
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TO MY MOTHBB IN HEAVEN 



J. W. D. 



Con Espressiono. 






1» The night comes stealing on, mother, With gentle, lov - ing tone, And here beside thy 
2. My heart is sad to-night, mother, E'en sadder than be - fore, For memory wanders 



ij^^jj^a^ 



i^ 



\ grave I stand, Sweet mother, all a - lone. Ah! many an eve 
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grave 
far, far back To 



happy scenes of yore. 



many an eve has passed away, Bright 
To golden, halcyon, dreaming days. When 






-T-^- 



tczqi 



-<&T 



8 And then around my brow, mother, 

Those garlands yoa would twine, 
And marmnr, may life's fairest flowers, 

My darling, e*er be thine. 
Then let me, let me weep to-night 

O'er life's now withered flowers, 
Whose fVagrance filled my yonthftil breast 

In earlier, happier hours. 



I I'm kneeline by thy grave, mother. 
To wait thy blessing given. 
And list the whispered words of love 

Borne from thy home in Heaven. 
And now I leave thy resting-place, 

To come again no more, 
Till autamn's plaintive moan is heard 
From summer's leafy shore. 

Leta Lyndon. 



TO MY MOTHER IN HEAYEN, Concluded. 
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, Fair moons have come and gone again, Si 
t I sat me down to weaye fair flowers, Ii 



Buns have rose and set, Fair moons have come and gone again, Since last, since last we met. 
oft - en at thy feet I sat me down to weave fair flowers. In garlands fresh and sweet. 



^czipr 



^a 



OH COME, 

86 TOKB— "Oh come, come aw»y.»» 

1. 

Oh come, let tis sign, 
The pledge will make us stronger, 
Bind great and small a»ch one to all, — 

Oh come, let ns sign ; 
We'll lift our banner towards the sky, 
And rally round our standard high, 
And nobly " do or die," 

Oh come, let us sign. 



Oh come, let us haste. 
The pledge will make us better, 
One dutv done is good begun,—- 

On come, let us haste;' 



LET US SIGN. 



•Tis good to labor heart and ^J^^ , 
With those who toil to bless the lana, 
The ereat teetotal ba^d,— 
Oh come, let us haste. 

Oil come, let us 8^g«» _- 

Tlie pledee will make ^» ^^J^Jig. 
Nor wUltt bring at length a 8U g. 

Oh come, let ^^!\^ Standard higli. 
Axid rear out -Temperanc^ ^t^. 
And tkWy ^^^^15; , 



DO BELIBVE* O. M. 




1. Sal-vationl the joy fnl sonnd! What pleasure to oar ears I A soy'reign balm for 
Chorus. I do believe, I now believe, I can hold oat no more ; I sink by dying 



M 



rg=P=F 



=P=&= 



£ 



m 



■:f^ 



P=tl=t 



^ 



mm ^m 



every wound, A cordial for our fears, 
love compelled, And own thee conqueror. 
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2 Salvation ! let the echo fly 
The spacious earth around, 
While all the armies of the sky 
Conspire to raise the sound. 

8 Salvation! thou breeding Lamb I 
To thee the praise belvngs: 
Salvation shall inspire our hearts; 
And dwell upon our tongues. 



38 -An Infant's Hymn, 

1 Tm not too young to love the Lord, 

Who does so much for me ; 
My blessings come alone from God — 
How thankful I should be I 

2 I'm not too voung a prayer to raise 

To God who dwells on high ; 
He'll listen to mv song of praise. 
And hear my feeble cry. 
8 I'm not t<^ young for Christ to t 
He even died for me ; 
Yes I he his life for children gave, 
And will their Saviour be. 
4 I'm not too young to die and go 
To Jesus Christ in heaven; 
But ere I reach that place I know 
My sins must be forgiven. 
8 Saviour, listen to my prayer, 
And change this heart of mine; 
0! take an mfant to thy care. 
And make me wholly thine. 



» save; 
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Wm. L. Woodcock. 
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1. Oar Shepherd's watchful care His flock shall safely keep ; To Uyii^ pastures, green and fair, 



V 1. uor Dnepneru's waccniui care uis noc& snau saceiy seep ; 
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His hand shall guide his sheep. To living pastures, green and fair^ His hand shall guide his sheep. 
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2 His gentle voice they know ; 
They follow where he leada, 
Through vales where life's bright waters flow, 
And over verdant meads, 

8 But vie earth's rude alarms, 
And sin*s alluring snares ; 
Safe folded in His loving arms 
The tender lambs he bears. 



4 He keeps them by His side ; 
Their souls to Him are dear; 
He is their Father, Friend, and Guide, 
While they are wandering here. 

6 And when life's day is o'er. 
And rest and peace are given. 
Bright angels on death's farther shore 
Shall welcome them to Heaven. 

Bliss N. A. Priest. 
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I'M GOING HOME. L. M. 
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1. Happj the children who are gone To lire with Je - ens Christ in peace I ) 
Who stand a - roond his glorious throne, Redeemed by blood, and saved by grace. { 
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CHORUS. 
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Vm go - ing home, Tm 
To die no more, To 



2;o - ing home, I'm go - ing home to die no more ; > 
Ue no more, I'm go - ing home to die no more. { 
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2 The Savionr, whom they loved below, 
Hath kindly wiped their tears away; 
No sin, no sorrow there they know, 
But bask in one eternal day. 
I'm going home, &c. 
8 Now to their golden harps they sing, 

While tens of thousands join the songs, 



Hosanna to th' immortal King, 
To whom immortal praise belongs I 
I'm going home, &c. 
4 Most gracious Lordl may we be 

All Drought with them in bliss to joint 
Thv sacred countenance to see. 
And sing tby merc>es all divine I 
Tjn going home &c. 
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Moderate. SOLO. 



THE INVITATION. 



G. F. R. 
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1. Now we lift our tune - ful voi - ces, In a new, 

2. Ye who join oar eel - e - bra - tion, Sweetest mel 



me - lo - dions song; 
■ o . dies employ ; 
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While each youthful heart re - joi - ces, To behold 
Bow with us in ad - o - ra - tion. Filled with ho 



CHORUS. 



the gathering throng, 
ly, heavenly joy. 
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As we lift our waving banners, To the breezes soft and mild, May t^ie tide of glad hosannas, 



m 



EB3; 



V-K- 



i=t=t::i±fc:tiiiz* 



1=^-: 



V=^ 



'^i^l=^E^ 



-'x=i. 



^ 



i 



Flow from bosoms un - de - filed. 
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3 Teachers kind, whose care unceasing, 

All must honor and approve, 
Thanks for labor still unceasing, 
Heaven reward your works of love. 

4 Thanks to God for every blessing 

Which his bounteous hand bestows; 
All on earth that's worth possessing 
From that hand incessant flows. 





88 THE IiAMBS Ol* THE FIiOCE. 

Words by H, Rno, iSQ. Mnsie for this work by E. R. Bulkorasd. 
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1. We're the lambs of the flock, And no danger we fear, When the TOice and the call of our ShepherH we hear. 

2. We are tiny and weak, But our Shepherd is strong ; From the wolves he defendeth us all the day long. 
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Then we follow, then wrfollow, then w« follow, then we follow, In the stefv of the floek, When the Shepherd we 
If we follow, if we follow, if we follow, if we follow, In the track of his chosen ones all the day long. 
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8 The pastures are green, and the flowers bloom 
around; 
By the side of still waters he lets us lie down, 
Then we follow, then we follow, then we fol- 
low, then we follow, 
Then we follow his call, when the flowers 
bloom around. 



4 that all the dear lambs had a yoice to repl^ 
When the great Shepherd calls from his mati' 

sions on high, 
We will follow, we will follow, we will follow 

we will follow. 
We will follow the Lamb to his fold in the 

skies. 





CBOSS AND OBOWN. O. M. 
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1. The Lord at - tends Vhen ehildren praj; A whisper he can hear; 




8 He sees ns when we are alone, 
Though no one else can see; 
And all oar thoughts to him are kBOwii« 
Wherever we may be. 



8 'TIS not enough to bend the 
And words of prayer to say; 



The heart must with the lips agree, 
Or else we do not pray. 

4 Teach us, Lord, to pray aright; 
Thy grace to us impart; 
That we in prayer may tsike delight, 
And serve thee with the heart. 
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JOYFULLY. 108. 



^^^s^s 



Bey a. D. Mbbsill. 



^ 



s 






w^ 



-^zjt 



■Mi:-:^-^-^. 



fir Vf'r^~rT FPt 



1. Joy - fully, Joy - fully onward I moye, Bound for the land of bright spirits a - boTe; 1 
An - gelio choris - ters sing as I come, "Joy - fully, joy - fully liaste to thy home, j 




Friends fondly cherished have passed on before ; 
Waiting, they watch me approaching the shore; 
Singing, to cheer me through deam's chilling 

gloom « 
"Joyfully, joyfully haste to thy home." 
Sounds of sweet melody fall on my ear; 
Harps of the blessed, yonr voices I hear I 
Bings with the harmony hea«ren*s high dome, 
"Joyfully, joyfully haste to thy home. 



Death, with thy weapons of war lay roe low; 
Strike, king of terrors, I fear not the blow; 
Jesus hath broken the bars of the tomb ; 
Joyfully, joyfully will I go home. 
Bright will the mom of eternity dawn ; 
Death shall be banished, his scepter be gone : 
JoyfUUy then shall I witness his doom ; 
Joyfully, joyfully, safely at home. 

W. HUNTBB. 
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AROUSE, KEW ENGLAND SONB, AROUSE I 

Arr. by J. W. D. 






dW^hh'^f^f^E^ 



^^-^^ ry i -^^rr -^^^ 



1. With banner and with badge we come, An army true and strong ; To fight against the hosts of mm, And 

2. "Cold Water Army** is our name, 0, may we faithful be ; And so in truth and justice claim The 



CHORUS. 



ffl^ ^^^ ^^^E^^^^^ . 



this shall be our song : We lore the clear odd water springs, Supplied by gentle showers ; To feel the strength cold 
blessings of the firee. We lore, &o. 



^^^^^^^^^^m 



i^^^p 



water brings. The Tie -to - ry is ours. 



m^^ 



'B^ 



3 Though others love their mm and wine, 

And drink till they are mad; 
To water we will still incline, 
To make ns strong and glad. 

4 I pledge to thee this hand of mine, , 

In faith and friendship strong; 
And, fellow soldiers, we will join 
The chorus of our song. 
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4=7 Song of Freedom. 0. M. 

1 Arouse I New England sons, arouse I 

Wake from your coward sleep I 
The tyrants hand is on your neck, 
And shall his fetters keep, 

2 In bondage I Men whom freedom nursed 

In her own chosen homel 
Where patriots' blood was freely poured 

In holy martyrdom ? 
8 Arouse 1 New England sons, arouse I 

A clinging curse on thee, 
If here supinely ye will sleep, 

Dreaming that ye are free. 

4 Arouse, and see how false the name 

Which ye so fondly claim! 

Free are ye, while ye bear about 

The tyrant's gallmg chain ? 

5 Free, while the nails ye rear are burned I 

Free, while your sons are driven 
By slavery's mobs, because they dare 
To speak for truth and heaven I 

6 Free, while the very homes you've made 

Beside your fathers* graves 

Are pillaged, if ye dare to aid 

The panting, nying slave 1 

7 Arouse ! New England sons, arouse I 

And lay oppression low; 
And strike ror freedom and for God 
An earnest, manly blow. 

8 Nail up your banner to the walls! 

In God's name let it wave, 



Until beneath its ample folds 
Shall crouch no wretched slave. 

Whittiw. 

48 Oh! Water, bright Water, 

TuNi— " Lfly Dale.»» 
1 Some love to drink from the foamy brink. 
Where the wine drop's dance they see ; 
But the water bright, m its silver light, 

And a crystal cup for me. 
0, water, bright water I pure, precious, free ; 
Yes, 'tis water bright, in its silver light. 
And a crystal cup for me. 



In the brooklet's bounding flow. [side, 

0, water, &c. 
8 As pure as Heaven is the water given; 
'Tis forever fresh and new; 
Distilled in the sky, it comes from on hlgbt 
In the shower and the gentle dew. 
0, water, &c. 

4 Let them say 'tis weak, yet its strength 111 

For the worn rock owns its sway ; [seek. 
And we're borne swift along by its wings so 
When it rises to fly away. [strong, 

0, water, &c. 

5 There is strength in the glee of the mighty sea. 

When the loud, stormy wind doth blow ; 
And a feartul sight is the cataract's might, 
As it leaps to the depths below. 
0, water, &c. 
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WIIiIi YOU COMB TO THE SPBIJS^QP 



i^^ ^ ^^^ ^ i i k^mm^ 



^±ii=t- 



1. Will you come to the spring that is sparkling and light, Where the birds carol sweetly, the 

2. Then the cup runneth o'er with the pur -est of drink, And as sweet as the roses that 



mm 



^^^^^^ 



:f=r^ 



t=9= 



&^. 



^m¥^^^^^ 



sunset is bright t Will you,will you, will you,wiIl you come to the spring 7 Will you,will you 
bend from the brink. Will you, &g. 




Qt\ m 0~ Z r F"' I#I|f 6 With new blessings of life It forever overflows, 
■ ^ ft~b — L i [ j b " M ^ — ^^-f"! — r It refreshes all nature wherever it goes. Will you, 



&e. 
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Come to (he Fount, 
50 TUKB— "Come, oome, eoin«." 

1. 
Come, come, come, to the fount clear and sweet, 
Gliding gentlv at oar feet, 
Soft and bright, ripples meet, 

Mark the crystal spray; 

Here the weary traveller rests, 

When the san sinks in the west. 

Fair men couch, water blest, 

Nature bright and gaj. 

2. 
Hark I hark! hark I lo, a sound erects our ears; 
'Tis the word, " to arms," we near, 
Watchman bold, never fear! 
Hail this glorious mom. 
Weeping mother, see your child. 
Once for guilt and crime reviled, 
Yours again reconciled, 
Newly, newly born. 

8. 
On I on! on! to the strife, firmly go; 
Watchman on, and strike the olow; 
God our shield, face the foe. 

Victory is our's. 
Plant the laurel and the rose. 
Where the sparkling fountain flows, 
Bending vines, fragrant boughs. 
Deck our peaceful bowers. 
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-"America." 



CryttoH Fount. 
51 Tim» 

1. 

Let the still air reioice, 
Be every youthful voice 

Blended in one, 
While we renew our strain, 
To Him with joy again, 
Who sends the evening rain 

And morning sun. 



2. 

His hand in beauty gives 

Each flower and plant that lives. 

Each sunny rill ; 
Springs which our footsteps meet. 
Fountains! our lips to greet. 
Waters! whose taste is sweet, 

On rock and hill. 



8. 
So let each thoughtful child 
Drink of this fountain mild, 

From early youth ; 
Then shall the song we rabe 
Be heard in future days. 
Ours be the pleasant ways 

Of peace and truth. 
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MABCH TO THS BATTI.E FIELD. 




:ii^ 




&EtoS£ 



■^^=^^^ 



Ji.^. .0^. 



And heaven is smilinff o*er at. The woes and pains, the gallins chains, Of rnm, that kept 
And . ruin and degrade her ? Otir hallowed cause, By kindness^ laws, 'Gainst tyrant rum s 



us 
sus- 




TEMFBBANCB SONG. 



An. Ibr this work. 



47 



1. A glorious day is breaking Upon our rinftd earth ; Our land to lift ia waking,Tnth ihomtB of joy and mirth ; 




Our ar • my is prtparing To meet the rising son, On all its banners bearing The name of Washington. 



fegi^li 



2 We meet to-day in ghidoess, 

As moves our host along; 
No note of painful sadness 

Is mingled with our song. 
This day, renowned in story, — 

The day of Freedom's birth,— 
We hail in all its glory; 

We highly prize its worib. 

3 The temperance flag is waving, 

O'er valley, hill, and plain, 

Where ocean's sons are braving 

The dangers of the main • 



The pledge, the pledge is given 

To float on every breeze ; 
Waft it, propitious Heaven t 

O'er all the earth and seas. 
4 Our cause, our cause is gaining 

New laurels every day ; 
The youthful mind we're training 

To walk in virtue's way ; 
Old age, and sturdy manlfiood, 

Are with us heart and hand ; 
Then let us, all united, 

In one firm phalanx <:tand. 
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AWAY TO SUNDAY SCHOOL. 

DUET. Moderate. 



J. W. Dadmun. 



1. In 



*-i-#.-*— •--^i-s -f*=i—^ jf-s— jj» f — .i-"-^-*'— 5^ ' 

olden times when boys ran wild, On England's soil a - rose a child ; His 



^^^^^^^mm^^m 



9:' ^ 

name was Robert, true and mild,— ^flo loving, 
CHORUS. lirely. 

:fct: ■ 



loving. Hail ! joyous day ! 



^^^^^^m^^mM. 



Then away ! away ! The boys are growing better ;^way 



' ! a -way ! To Sundav School. 






2 As Robert Raikes walked out one day, 
To see If children were at play, 
Some boys wera seen on Sabbath day, 
A play ID g, playing; 
Sad, awful day I 
Cftoru»»— Then away, away I 

We can't wait any longer; 
Away I away I To Sunday School I 



3 In seventeen hundred eighty-one, 
Across the sea in Glouc*sier town, 
The glorious Sunday School begun ; 

It's coming, coming; 
Hail, happy day ! Chorus. 

4 0, how this little fire has spread, 
And warmed to life the carnal dead, 
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And bronght them to our living Head,— 
So loving, loving ; 
Hail, happy day I Cho. 

5 Come, parents, teachers, one and all ; 
And never think the work too small $ 

. But listen to the heavenly call 
For workers, workers ; 
Hail, welcome day ! Oho. 

6 When storms are past, and work is oW, 
And Scmday Schools shall be no more, 
We'll gather on the golden shore. 

Singing glory, glory ; 
O, happy day I Cho. 

7 Then what a gloriotis sight 'twill he, 
To see the millions of the free 

All happy in eternity,--- 
So welcome, welcome ! 
Hail, glorious day ! 
Then away ! away ! 

We^U swell the chords stronger; 
Amen I amen ! All welcome home* 



lia Patnottc. 

1 When Sumter's flag went down in gore, 
Her loyal thunders heard no more, 
^ew England boys to Baltimore 
Were coming, coming. 



Hail, hallowed day ! 
Cftdnis."— Then away, aWay ! 

They can't wait any longer : 
Hooray I hooray I They're marching on. 

2 When storm and tempest o'er them broke ; 
When gallant BurnsiDe bravely sp^Le ; 
New England boys for Boanoke 

Were coming, coming. 

Hail, glorioup day ! Chorus. 

« By broad Potomac's flowing stream 
A hundred thousand bayonets gleam : 
Our gallant boys to ** start that team" 

Are coming, coming. 

Hail, welcome day 1 Oflo. 

4 The Western boys are true as steel. 
While pressitig on to fort and field j 
Aud rebels, taking to their heels. 

Are flying, flying. 
Hail, glorious day I 

5 Have ye not heard of that gallant crew, 
Led on by Footb, so good and true. 
While Donelson and Henry too 

Have fAllen, fallen. 

Hail, glorious day ! Oho. 
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60 BATTIiE HYMN OF THE BEFUBLIC. 

Words by Hbs. Howx. Arr. by J. W. BAsmnr. 





I 

J 



BATTLE HYMN OF THE REPUBLIC, Concluded. 



61 



^^^^^^^^m 



Glory, Glory, Glory, Halle - la - jah, Glory, Glory, Halle - lujah ! His truth is marching on, 

-#i-#- -#'-#- -#i-#- -0^-0- -T^-i^- -#- -#i -0- -^-0 #- ■#- -t^ -^ '^ 

:&r£i:SiJir::i5:ii5qFt^::f±:rpTrpr=::pi^^ 



-t^-5; 



v-~?-v-v-v- 



3335 



^ ^ '^ 

2 I have seen Him in the watch-fires of « hundred circling camps ; 
They have builded Him an altar in the evening dews and damps ; 
I can read His righteous sentence by the dim and flaring lamps : 

His day is marching on. 

3 I have read a fiery gospel writ in bumishtd rows of steel : 

"As ye deal with my contemners, so with you my grace shall deal ; 
Let the Hero bom of woman, crush the serpent with his heel, 
Since God is marching on." 

4 He has sounded forth the trumpet that shall never call retreat ; 
He is sifting out the hearts of men before His judgment seat : 
Oh, be swift, my soul, to answer Him ! be jubilant^ my feet ! 

Our God is marching on. 

5 In the beauty of the lilies Christ was bom across the sea, 
With a glory in his bosom that transfigures you and me : 
As he died to make men holy, let us die to make men free, 

While God is marching on. 

Atlantic Monthly. 
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BEAXJTIFXJIi STAB. Ii. M. 

By permission of J. H. Hibut, Esq. H. Tdokbb. 



Gently. By permission of J. H. Hibut, Esq. H. Tdokbb. 



1. When marshalled on the nightly plain. The glittering host be - stad the sky ; One 



star a - lone, of aU the train, Can fi!t the sinner's wandering eye, Can fix the sinner's 



star a -lone, of aU the train, 

CHOBUS. Allegretto, 



rG ^ K 1 1 — K : — ^-Hr--1 "t — t — I N S Kt~«- 



11 



^i 



wandering eye. Bean - ti - ful Star, 



Beautiful Star, 



Beau - ti - ful Star, ... 



Beautiful Star, 



^N*^ 



^ 



11^ 



^^=^^ — -, — 3- 



Et 



3i 



Star 



-tti^z 



of 



Beth - lehem. Beau - ti - ful, beau - ti - f ul Star. 



—m w 



^ 



E^^ 





It bade mj dark forebodings cease ; 
And through the storm and danger's thrall, 
It led me to the port of peace. 

6. 

Now safely moored — mj peril o'er, 
I'll sing, first in night's diadem, 

For ever and for ever more, 

The Star— the Star of Bethlehem ! 



We'll live and die beneath it still ! 

5 *'A11 hail the Stars and Stripes !" th< 
From forest home to ocean shore ! 
Ten thousand times ten thousand hai 
Are raised to free that flag once mor 

6 To each proud heart new hope is sen 
To each strong arm new strength is 
And raised aloft from every home, 
The Stars and Stripes float nearer h 
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"FEAR NOT, I AM WITH THEE." Us. 

Mosio by Dr. £. R. Blancha&d. 



S;E5 



- ( How firm a foun-da - tion, ye saints of 
• I What more can lie say than to you he 



i — P^ £ ^^ "r:Sit7^-^JEi 



the Lord, Is laid for your 
hath said. You who un - to 



SSii 



.— ir— /•-! 



&^ 



you ne hath said, xou who un - to 



a 12 Chorus for 2d,' 8d and 4th verses. 



faith in his ex - eel - lent word ! Omit Chorus in singing \st verse. 

Je - sus for ref - uge have .... fled. Halle - lu - jah, hal - le - lujah, halle- 
X 2 




V.-=t.: 



^ 



q^ 



-^•_^. 



ff—^-^ 






Jr-fafr 



r^m^^^^m 



.. " Up - held by my righteous, om - nip - o - tent hand. 



^^^^m 



55ss: 
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SELECTED HYMNS. 

58 ^ " ^e&r not, I am with thee ; oh, be not dismajed ; 
For I am thj God, I will still give thee aid : 
I'll strengthen thee, help thee, and cause thee to stand. 
Upheld by mj righteous, omnipotent hand." 
Chorus. Hallelujah ! hallelujah ! hallelujah ! Amen ; 
" Upheld by my righteous, omnipotent hand." 

3 " When through the deep waters I call thee to go, 
The rivers of sorrow shall not overflow ; 

For I will be with thee thy troubles to bless, 
And sanctify to thee thy deepest distress." 
Chorus, Hallelujah I hallelujah I hallelujah ! Amen ; And sanctify to, &c. 

4 ** The soul that on Jesus hath leaned for repose, 
I will not, I will not desert to his foes ; 

That soul, though all hell should endeavor to shake, 
rU never — no, never — no, never forsake !" 
Chorus, Hallelujah ! hallelujah I hallelujah I Amen ; TU never, &c 
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59 Our Festal Day, 

1 Again with cheerful song, 
The festive board we throng. 

From hill and plain. 
On this our festal day. 
Drive every care away ; 
To joy and mirth give sway — 

Let pleasure reign. 

2 With hearty cheer we greet 
Each friendly face we meet. 

And welcomes shower. 
Each friendly hand we shake, 



68 & 4s. Taiu^— AiKRiOA. 
Each heart the joy partake. 
Bid ever^ power awake 
To hail this hour. 
3 Amid our mirth, be not 
The hand that gave, forgot, — 

Heaven's mighty King. 
To Him, in grateful praise. 

Hands, hearts, and voices raise. 
With humble, thankful lays, 
Your tribute bring. 

W. R. Bowen. 
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PRAISE FBOM INFANT VOICES. 6s & 5s. 




W. R. BowxN. 



PSlSg 



1. Father, ap in heaven, Hear the song of praise, Which from in - fant roices, 



^m 



#?— ^- 



ijizrrp- 



^ 



f^=f^ 



:t=I= 



it 



^S^^^ 



^feK 



• To thy throne we raise. To thy throne we rabe. 

* T— r-zi|: 



m 



■^=zss±=f 



m 



2 Many thanks we offer 

For thy tender care ; 
Through the year before as, 
StUl in mercy spare. 

3 In the road to gloiy, 

Guide our little feet ; 
For thy Spirit's dwelling, 
Make us temples meet. 



4 Condescend to feed us ; 

Let thy mercy flow ; 
Send thy Spirit, Jesus ! 
Life on us bestow. 

5 All our earthly journey, 

Be our guide and stay ; 
From thy holy precepts 
Never may we stray. 

6 YHien this life is over. 

Through the Saviour's love 
Let not one be missing, 
In our home above. 

7 Father, up in heaven. 

Hear the song of praiae. 
Which from inmut voices 
To thy throne we raise. 
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GK>D SPEED THE BIGHT. 



^^f- 



^-r 



T-f- 



\ BIGHT. Musio, Oermaa. 57 



1. How to bearen onr praj^er ascending, God speed the right ; I 

a no -ble cause contending, God speed the right ;) Be our teal in heaireo recorded. 



In 






A^^L^ 



^^^^' 



m 



*-i 



t—tf 
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•^m 



m 



^ 



:ii^=!s= 



i^^f^^ 



S3 



With BQOoess on earth re - warded, God ipeed the right, God speed the right 



g3E:=B 5^ [; cii frim 



S 



2 Be that prayer aeain repeated^ 

God spaed the right ; 
Ne'er despairing, though defeated, 

God speed the right. 
Like the great and good in stoiy. 
If we fail, we fail with glory ; 

God speed the right. 
8 Patient, firm, and persevering, 

God speed the right ; 
Ne'er th* event nor danger fearing, 

God speed the right. 



Pains, nor toils, nor trials heeding, 
And in heaven's good time soeceeding, 

God speed t& right 
4 Still oOr onward course pursuing, 

God speed the right ; 
EFery foe at length subduing ; 

God speed Sie right. 
Truth our cause, whate'er delay it, 
There's no power on earth can stay it, 

Grod speed the right 

W. B. Hickflon. 
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NASHVILIiE. 7s. 



8. B. BALL. 



1 T* J J ~ *v-. u T v^ o^j ii«-_ 1 ' IT r^ 



S 



1 . Poor and need - y though I be, God mj Ma - ker cares for 



^3 



.^__^ 



^^^^^^P 



l^li^^j^^l^i^^ 



i^ 



§ 



Gives me clothing, shel - ter, food. Gives me 



^3: 



E 



^ 



g 



I hare of good. 



^i 



63 Children may pray to God. 78 

2 He will listen when I praj. 
He is with me night and daj ; 
When I sleep and when I wake, 
Keep me safe for Jesns' sake. 

3 He who reigns above the skj 
Once became as poor as I ; 

He whose blood for me was shed, 
Had not where to laj his head. 

4 Though I labor here awhile, 
He will bless me with his smile ; 
And when this short life is past, 
I shall rest with Him at last. 



64: Prayer for grace. 78. 

1 Jesus, let a little child 

Humbly supplicate thy throne ; 
Speak to me in accents mild, 
O thou great and holy One I 

2 Pill my youthful heart with grace. 

Make it thy beloved abode ; 
Show thy reconciling face, 
my Father and my God ! 

3 May I early learn thy ways. 

Early know thy power and love; 
Then devote to thee my days. 
Till I am removed above. 





SELECTED HYMNS. Tune, « Nashville." 
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05 WeUtome, Day of Rest, 78. 

1 Welcome, welcome, day of rest, 

To the world in kindness given ; 
Welcome to this humble breast, 
As the'beaming light from heaven. 

2 Day of soft and sweet repose, 

Gently aow thy moments run, 

As the peacefol streamlet flows, 

Kadiant with a summer's sun. 

3 Day of tidings from the skies. 

Day of solemn praise and prayer. 
Day to make the simple wise, 
how great thy blessings are \ 

4 Welcome, welcome, day of rest. 

With thy influence all divine ; 
May thy hallowed hoars be blest 
To this feeble heart of mine. 

66 The Precious Bible. 78L 

1 Holy Bible ! book divine 1 
Precious treasure ! thou art mine 1 
Mine, to tell me whence I came;. 
Mine, to teach me what I am ; — 

2 Mine, to chide me when I rove ; 
Mine, to show a Saviour's love ; 
Mine art thou to guide my feet ; 
Mine, to judge, condemn, acquit ; — 



8 Mine, to comfort in distress. 
If the Holy Spirit bless; 
Mine, to show bv living faith 
Man can triumph oyer death ; — 

4 Min6, to tell of joys to come. 
And the rebel sinner's doom ; 
O, thou precious book divide 1 
Precious treasure I thou art mine 1 

67* Saviour, protect us. 7s. 

1 For a season called to part. 

Let us now ourselves commend 
To the gracioius eye and heart 
Of our ever-present Friend. 

2 Jesus, hear o«r humble prayer. 

Tender Shepherd of thy sheep ; 
Let thy mercy and thy care. 
All our souls in safety keep. 
8 What we each have now been taught. 
Let our memories retain : 
May we, if we live, be brought 
Here to meet in peace again. 
4 Then, if thou instruction bless. 
Songs of praises shall be given : 
We'll our thankfulness express. 
Here on earth and when in heaven. 




=« 



FAITHFITL SENTINEL, lis. 



1. Awaj irom his home and the fnends of his yoath, He hasted^ the herald of 



^^ip^^i^^^ 



mercjandtrnth; Forthe love of his Lord, and to seek for the lost; Soon, alas, was hi? 



rs>=i^:i^ 



^Si 



fall, bat he died at his post, Soon^a-las, was his &11, bat be died at his post 
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SELECTED HYMNS. 

FaUhfid SentineL I Is. 
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2 The stranger's eye wept, that in life's brightest bloom, 
One gifted so bigiily should sinlc to the tomb: 

For in ardor he led in the van of the host, 
And he fell liko a soldier, he died at bis post. 

3 He wept not himself that his warfare was done: 
The battle was fought, and the victory won; 

But he whispered of those whom his heart loved the most, 
** Tell my brethiren for me, that I died at my post."* 

4 Victorious his fall— for he rose as he fell, 
With Jesus, his Master, in glory to dwell ; 

He has passed o*er the sea, he has reached the bright coast. 
For he fell like a martyr— he died at his post. Rey. W. Hunter. 
* Dying ipovdfl cC the Rev. Thomas Drummond. 



69 ^^^ 

1 O Lord of Hosts! Almighty King! 
Bebold the sacrifice we bring! 
To every arm thy strength impart, 
Thy spirit shed through every heart! 

2 Wake ia onr bieasts the living fires, 
The holy faith that warmed our sires ; 
Thy hand hath made our Nation free; 
To die for her is serving Thee. 

3 Be Thoa a pillared flame to show 
The midnight snare, the silent foe; 



Rymn, Tune, " Old Hondnd." 

And when the battle thunders loud, 
Still guide «s in its moving cloud. 

4 God of all Nations! Sovereign Lord! 
In thy dread name we draw the sword; 
We lift the starry flag on high, 

That fills with light our stormy sky. 

5 From treason's rent, from murder's stain. 
Guard Thoa its folds till Peace shell reign — 
Till fort and field, till shore and sea 

Join onr loud anthem. Praise to Thee! 

Oliver Wendell Holmes. 
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THE BAY IS BBEAKINO. 



8s & 7s. 

FINE. 



Arr. by J. W. D. 



p a^^P ^Pi^pi^ 



1. Watchman, tell me, does the moming Of foir Zion's glory dawn?) 

Have the signs that mark its coming, Yet np-on mj pathway shone ? ) Pilgrim, yes ; arise, look 
Sparo the unbelief that bonnd thee, Morning dawns ! arise, a - rise I 



^^m^^m^m^^^m 



) rotmd thee I Light is breaking in the skie 

\ 



ronnd thee I Light is breaking in the skies; 



? I v =^-- 



g. 



2 See the glorious ll^ht ascending. 

Of the grand Sabbatic year! 
Hark! the voices loud proclaiming 

The Messiah's kingdam near. 
Watchman, yes; I see just yonder^ 

Canaan's glorious heights arise; 
Salem, too, appears in grandeur, 

Towering 'neath her sunlit skies. 



3 Pilgrim! in that golden city. 

Seated on his jasper throne, 
• Zion's King, arrayed in beauty. 

Reigns in peace from zone to zone; 
There, on verdant bills and mountains, 

Where the golden sunbeams play. 
Purling streams and crystal fountains 

Sparkle in th' eternal day. 

4 Watchman, lo I the land we're nearing. 

With its vernal fruits and tiowers; 
On just yonder; O how cheering! 

Bloom forever Eden's bowers. 
Hark ! the choral strains there ringing. 

Wafted on the balmy air; 
See the millions; hear them singing, 

Soon the pilgrims will be there. 
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«<HE SHATiTi FEED HIS FIKDCS:." 63 

Dr. E. B. Bljlnohaed. 



p^i^gg^iiilpi^SI 



1. Saviour, like a shepherd lead us ; Much we need thj tender care ; 

In thy pleasant pastures feed us; For our use thj folds prepare. 



^m 



gg^g^j±jti £:g3dS gii 



lat Division str^ "Blessed Jesus" Jirst time, 2d Divisi<m repeat. 



Blessed Jeras ! Blessed Jesus { Thou hast bought us, thine we are, Thou hast bought us, thine we are. 



gf iaggggsg^Eg 



2 Thou hast promised to receive us, 
Poor and sinful though we be ; 
Thou hast mercj to relieve us, 
Grace to cleanse, and power to save. 

Blessed Jesus ! 
Let us earlv turn to thee. 



3 Early let us seek thy favor ; 
Early let us learn thy will ; 
Do thou, Lord, our only Saviour, 
With thy love our bosoms fill. 
Blessed Jesus ! 
Thou hast loved us, — love us still ! 





ANQEL'S WHiaFEB. 

ArnHBged by Bl R. BtfsBCUr. Poetrj and Masic hy 8-« C, If Am, 




2. HW fleeting are o«r mcAnenfs berr, H«w sewta %be day is gftne '^ 
TbemOTDingvtin 0o«n reaches noon fTbeniighf^oipesbas^iiiog . . . 



OB. We are going home, we are going 



SiS^i^^fjSii^ 




]M>me, Bright angels ^fhlsper clear ; We af^ going tioine, we are going homey We'U soon, well soon be then. 



p^m^^^^mm 



Oh Iffe, how rain ! what trials pr&te, 

All, all that thoa canst give } 
Butvonder is onr home aS)ve, 

Where we may always live. C^kcrug, 
Come, welcome death/ and close mine e/es. 

On trials herfc below ; 
Gladly I'd yield all earthly ties 

For Heaven, to which I go. Chorus. 



r- 

4 What music sweet from Heaveti I hear, 

Angelic forms I see^ 
Ofpareirts, brothers, sisters ^r^ -, 

They cally they call for me. 
I am going home, 1 am going htnm, 

Bright angels whisper clear, 
I am going home, I am going home, 

111 80on> III soon be there. 
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VICTOBY. 7s. 



I^Sg^^g: 



FINE. 



65 
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^^^ggj^p^ j ^g^ 



Children of the heavenly King, As we journey let us sing ; } 
Sing our Saviour's worthy praise, Glorious in his works and ways. J Victory, victo - ry, 
D. c. how happy we shall be, When we've gained the victory. 



P^m0^^^^^^^ 



We are traveling home to God, 
They are happy now, and we 



E«f:: 



in the way our fathers trod ; ) 
Soon their hap-pi-ness shall see. J 



Victory, victo - ry. 



i^S 



ssgsi 



^m. 



tt 



D.O. 



m^^^^ 



When we've gained the Tic - to - ry, 






m^^^^m 



3 O, ye banished seed, be glad; 
Christ our Advocate b made : 

' Us to save, our flesh assumes. 
Brother to our souls becomes. 

4 Fear not, brethren ; joyful stand 
On the borders of our land ; 
Jesus Christ, our Father's Son, 
Bids us undismayed go on. 

5 Lord, obediently we'll go. 
Gladly leaving all below ; 
Onlv thou our Leader be, 
And we still will follow thee. 
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COME THIS WAY, MY FATHEB. 

^- — ^ — . -— ' — J^ 



J. Mr. j>. 



iSSS^S 



i±i^S=t 



p^^^s 



ji:jrK=^-^~ 



1. I re -member a voice which once guided my way, When tossed on the sea, fog-enshrouded I laj; 

2. I re - member that voice as it led our lone way, 'Mid rocks and thro' breakers, and high dashing spray; 






la^S?: 



^^^m^mi 
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mM^mi^ 




m 



'Twas the voice of a child as he stood on the shore, It sounded like music o'er the dark billow's roar ; 
How sweet to my heart did it sound from the shore. As it echoed so dearly o'er the dark billow's roar : 



^z 



% 



S^ 



3:Bee 
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CHORUS, 



\£/ ^ ^ 



i^^^g^^i^^p 



s 



Come this way, my ftther, steer straight for me! Here, safe on the shore, I am waiting for thee. 



g 



ii-^- 



sg^^ 






And soands from the loved lips that lie silent in the graves. 

C!ome this way, my father; steer straight for me I 

Here, safely in heaven; I am waiting for thee. 
* Daring a short visit to the sea shore a few years since, with a party of friends, it was proposed one bright 
afternoon to go down the harbor on a fishing ezcarsion. We accordingly started, and after sailing about three 
miles, a young lady of the company declined going flirther, and requested us to land her on one of the islands in 
the harbor, where she proposed to stay until our return. My little boy, then about four years old, preferred 
remaining with her. We left them, and proceeded some six miles farther. We remained out much longer than 
we intended, and as night approached a thick fog set in from the sea, entirely enshrouding us. Without compass, 
and not knowing the right direction to steer, we groped our way along for some time, until finally we distin- 
guished the breaking of the surf on one of the islands, but were at a loss to know whiah one of them. I stood 
up in the stem of the boat, and shouted with all my strength. I listened a moment, and heard above the break- 
ing of the surf, the sweet voice of my boy, calling, " Come this way, father ! steer straight for me — I'm here 
waiting for you." We steered by that sound, and soon my little boy leaped into my arms, saying, " I knew you 
would hear me, father," and nestled to steep on my bosom. The child and the maiden both died in two short 
weeks after the period I refer to. Now tossed on the rough sea of life without compass or guide, enveloped in the 
fog, and surrounded by rocks, I seem to hear the sound of that cherub voice calling from the bright shore, 
" Come this way, &ther, — steer straight for me!" When oppressed with sadness, and standing on one little 
mound in our quiet cemetery, the same musical voice comes fh>m thence,—" Come this way, fia.ther ! I'm waiting 
fot thee !" [ Water viLLK Mail. 
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SHIS. 7s. Double. 



i^ip^f^^isgi 



1. Happy child, whom God doth aid I 
God on ns in gracious showers 
D. c. Parents, friends, 'twas God bestowed : 



God our souls and bod - ies made 
Blessings ev* - ry moment pours 
Life and all de - scend from God. 



;} 




i^l^^i^^^^ 



Compass - es with an - gel bands, 



Bids them bear as 



in their hands ; 



^sg 



m 



T'S God's Blessings on Children. 



He this flowery carpet spread. 
Made the earth on which we tread ; 
God refreshes in the air, 
Covers with the clothes we wear ; 
Feeds us with the food we eat. 
Cheers us by his light and heat, 
Makes his sun on us to shine : 
All our blessings are divine. 



3 Man we for his kindness love ; 
How much more our God above ! 
Give him then, and ever give. 
Thanks for all that we receive : 
Worthv thou, our heavenly Lord, 
To be honored and adored : 
God of all-creating grace, 
Take the everlasting praise. 
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SELECTED HYMNS. Tone/' Erie." 
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y 6 F<3fr Divine Guidance. 7s. 

1 Grant us, Lord, thy heavenly, light. 
All our steps to guide aright ; 
Shine along the narrow road 
Which shall lead our souls to God. 
We are weak and prone to stray — 
Keep us in thy holy way ; 

All our wants let grace supply ; 
liead us onwafd to the sky. 

2 Thus protected, may we go 
Safely through this vale of woe ; 
May thy gracious presence cheer 
Us in all our trials here. 
Loving all thy statutes. Lord, 
Ever trusting in thy Word, 
May we reach that happy home 
Where no ill can ever come. 

yy ^if^ ^^ Immortality brought to light. 7b. 
1 Day of God 1 thou blessed day. 
At thy dawn the grave gave way 
To the power of Him within. 
Who had, sinless, bled for shl 
Thine the radiance to illume 
First, for man, the dismal tomb. 
When its bars their weakness owned, 
There revealing death dethroned. 



2 Then the Sun of righteousness 
Rose, a darkened world to bless, 
Bringing up from mortal night 
Immortality and light. 
Day of glory, day of power. 
Sacred be thine every hour ; 
Emblem, earnest, of the rest 
That remaineth for the blest. 

78 Mary's Offering. 7b. 

1 Mary, to the Saviour's tomb, 

Hasted at the early dawn ; 
Spice she brought, and sweet peifume, 

But the Lord she loved had gone. 
For awhile she lingering stood. 

Filled with sorrow and surprise ; 
Trembling, while a crystal flood 

Issued from her weeping eyes. 

2 But her sorrows quickly fled. 

When she heard his welcome voice ; 
Christ had risen from the dead ; 

Now he bids her heai-t rejoice : 
What a change his word can make. 

Taming darkness into day ! 
Ye who weep for Jesus' sake, 

He will wipe your tears away. 
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COLD WATER CHASE. 



68 & 5s. 

DUET. 



^p^ipgp^^ijl^^ 



When bright ro - sy 
With blushes 

s^^-0 # — # 



morning Peeps o - ver the hills, ) 
a - doming The meadows and fields, ) While the heavy, heavy, heavy 



■iSpl 



=E^E 






Ip 




6^^?g^^^S^i^P 



sot In woe slinks a - way, We wake from sweet slumbers, and hail the new day. 



?=2: 



P-^ 



r=r' 



X 
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■0 - -f- 



V=¥=W- 



t=t=t: 



2 Intemperance before us 

Is readpr to fly, 
And quails at the chorus 

We raise to the sky. 
Then follow, follow, follow 

The Cold Water chase," 
Where pleasure, and vigor. 

And health, all embrace. 



3 The day's work, when over. 

Makes the blood curcle right ; 
The cold water lover 

Sweet rest finds at night. 
Then let us, let us life enjoy 

In this cold water way, 
.And peace crown our night, boys. 

As joy crowns our day. 
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HAPPY LAND. Gs & 4s. 



HiNDOSTAN Air. 



71 



pi^^i^pi^^i^s 



1 . There is a happy land, Far, far away. Where saints in glory stand, Bright, bright as day. 




0, how they sweetly sing, Worthy is our Saviour King ! Loud let his praises ring, Praise, praise for aye. 



^^i^^ 




23; 



■?— i/- 



2 Come to that happy land, 
Come, come away ; 
Why will ye doubting stand, 

V^hy still delay ? 
O, we shall happy be, 
When, from sin and sorrow free, 
, Xiord, we shall live with thee, 
Blest, blest for aye. 



3 Bright, in that happy land. 

Beams every eye ; 
Kept by a Father's hand. 

Love cannot die. 
O, then to glory run, 
Be a crown and kingdom won ; 
And bright, above the sun. 

We reign for aye. 
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SONG OF THE WEABY. 



Music bj J. W. BADMUir. 



'^^^^^^mm^ 



V 1> 

1. What to me are earth's pleasures? and what Its flowing tears? What are all the 

2, Though while here I am drooping, and weep my life away, With a heart still 



*rf=£ 



£^ 



^^ Wf^^^i^^^^ . 



^^^^ ^^ ^^ ^^ ^^^ 
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sorrows I deplore? There's a song ev - er swelling still lingers on my ears; 
clinging to the shore, Yet I hear happy Yoices which ev - er seem to say, 



£§ 
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OHOsns. 



g^^l^i^^^f 



Oh, sorrow shall come a - gain no more. 'Tis a song from the home of the 



# — e 
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SONG OF THE WEABY, CoBclnded. 



78 
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ferjr 
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weary ; Sorrow, sorrow is for - ev - er o'er ; Hi^pj now, ev - er happy on 



ijc=9z=tiztt 
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Canaan's peaceful shore, Oh, sor - row shall come a - gain no more. 
r7\ -#- -#y 



s 



£& 



S^^^ 



i 



IHE 



B^ 



3 'T is a note that is wafted across the troubled wave ; 

'T is a song I've heard upon the shore ; 
'Tis a sweet-thriHing murmur around the Christian's grave ; 
Oh, sorrow shall come again no more. Chokus. 

4 'T is the loud-pealing anthem, the victor's l^olj song, 

Where the strife and conflict are no more ; 
When the saved ones forever, in joyous notes prolong, 

Oh, sorrow Shall come again no more. Choral Hymn Book, by permiasion. 
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PIiEYEL'S HYMN. 78. 



i 



¥ 



i 



'Midst the 



spnnging grass pre - pare. 
±1' 



^ =mm^^ 



Q^ Heavenly Shepherd, 

2 When I faint with summer's heat, 
Thou shalt guide my weary feet, 
To the streams, that, still and slow, 
Through the verdant meadows flow. 

3 Safe the dreary vale I tread, 

By the shades of death o'erspread ; 
With thy rod and staff supplied. 
This my guard, and that my guide. 



4 Constant to my latest end. 
Thou my footsteps shalt attend ; 
And shalt hid thy hallowed dome 
Yield me an eternal home. 

83 Tribute of praise ctt parting. 7b. 

1 Christians, brethren, ere we part, 
Every voice and every heart 
Join, and to our Father raise, 
One last hymn of grateful praise. 

2 Though we here should meet no more. 
Yet there is a brighter shore ; 
There, released from toil and pain. 
There we all may meet again. 

3 Now to thee, thou God of heaven. 
Be eternal glory given ; 
Grateful for thy love divine. 
May our hearts be ever thine. 
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I LOVE THEE. P.M. 



Arr. by J. W. Dadmun. 
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p. s. 



g^P P^i^ ^g 



:ir- - i ( 

love thee, my God ; I love thee, I love thee, and that thou dost know ; 
nev - er can show. 






ii§ 



2 I'm happy, Tm happy, O, wondrous account! 
My joys are immortal; I stand on the moant! 
I j?aze on my treasure, and long to be there, 
With Jesus and angels, my kindred so dear. 

3 O Jesus, my Saviour, with thee I am blest! 
My life and salvation, my joy and my rest I 
Thy name be my theme, and thy love be my 

song. 



Thy grace shall inspire both my heart and my 

tongue. 
4 0, who's like my Saviour? He's Salem's 

bright King; 
He smiles, and he loves me, and learns me to 

sing; 
111 praise him, FU praise him, with notes loud 

and shrill, 
While rivers of pleasure my spirit doth fill. 
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COME UNTO ME. C. M. 



£. R. Bl^nobakzu 



pg^l^^l^Ulp^^ 



1 . I heard the voice of Je - sns say, Come an - to me and rest ; Lay down, thou weary 



T=lcrfL 
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m^^^^^^^^ 



one, lay down Thy head np - on my hreast. I came to Je - sns as I was, Wea- 

- ■ • — , .-0 — 0^ I 
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ry, and worn, and sad ; I foand in him a resting place, And he has made me glad. 







SELECTED HYMNS. 



3 5 Come unto me, o. M. 

2 I heard the voice of Jesus say, 

Behold, I freely give 
The living water ; thirsty one, 

Stoop down and drink, and live. 
I came to Jesus, and I drank 

Of that life-giving stream ; 
My thirst was quenched, my soul revived, 

Ai^now I live in him. 

3 I heard the voice of Jesus say, 

I am this dark world's light ; 
Look unto me, thy mom shall rise, 

And all thy day be bright. 
I looked to Jesus, and I found 

In him my Star, my Sun ; 
And in that light of life I'll walk 

'Till travelling days are done. 

86 -% Mother's Bible, o. M. 

I This book is all that's left me now : 
Tears will unbidden start ; — 
With faltering lip and throbbing brow 

I press it to my heart 
For many generations past. 

Here is our family tree ; 
My mother's hand this Bible claspedr- 
She, dying, gave it me. 




2 Ah, well do I remember those 

Whose names these records bear — 
Who round the hearth-stone used to close, 

After the evening prayer, — 
Aiid speak of what these pages said. 

In tones my heart would thrill : 
Though they are with the silent dead. 

Here are they living still. 

3 My father read this holv Book 

To brothers, sisters dear ; 
How calm was my poor mother's look, 

Who leaned God's Word to hear. 
Her angel face — I see it yet ; 

What thronging memories come ! 
Aeain that little group is met 

Within the halls of home. 

4 ThoTi truest fHend man ever knew, ■ 

Thy constancy I've tried ; 
Where all were false I've found thee true, 

My counselor and guide ! 
The mines of earth no treasure give 

That could this volume buy ; 
In teaching me the way to live, 

It taught me how to die. 
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WHAT'S THE NEWS? 



J. W. DADinm. 



The special interest of these lines arises from the circumstance that the author, a young man, since dead, was 
insane on every point except that of religion, on which he c6ntinued to the last thoroughly sound and int«lligent. 




mmm^^m 



■Mi^ 



1. Where'er we meet, you always say, What's the news ? what's the news ? ) 
Pray, what's the order of the day, What's the news ? what's the news ? j 0, 



■^ 



I have got good news to tell I 



^^m 
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My Saviour hath done all things well, And triumphed over death and hell, That's the news ! That's the news ! 




. His work's reviving all around ; 

That's the news ! that's the news ! 
And many have redemption found ; 

That's the news ! that's the news ! 
And since their souls have caught the flame, 
They shout hosanna to his name. 
And all around they spread "his fame ; 

That's the news 1 that's the newa ! 



3 The Lord has pardoned all my sin ; 

That's the news ! that's the news I 
I feel the witness now within ; 

That's the news ! that's the news ! 
And since he took my sins away, 
And taught me how to watch and pray, 
I'm happy now from day to day ; 

That's the news ! that's the news ! 




MORNING BELLS. 88 & 78. 




1. Hark! the morning 

Prayers of thousands now are 
D. c» Let ns all a - nite in 



bells are ringing T Children, haste without de - lay ; ) 
now are winging, Up to heaven their si - lent way. ) 
nite in singing, All u - nite in sol - emn prayer. 
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Come, children, come ! the bells are ring - ing. To the school with haste repair ; 

-p--#~|-#-#- 
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2 'Tis an hour of happy meeting. 

Children meet for praise and prayer ; 
But the hour is short and fleeting ; 
Let us then be early there. Cho. 

3 Do not keep our teachers waiting. 

While you tarry by the way ; 



Nor disturb the school reciting ; 
'T is the holy Sabbath day. Cho. 

4 Children, haste ! the bells are ringing. 
And the morning's bright and fair ; 
Thousands now unite in singing, 
Thousands, too, in solemn prayer. 
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Words by R. P. Olabk. 
March movement 



MABCHING ALONG. 

W. B. BaA»BU£T. From " Golden Obain," by permlasion. 







1. The children^^ are gathering from near and from far, The trampet is soanding the 

2. The foe is be -fore us in battle ar-ray, But let us not waver nor 
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il 
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call for the war, The conflict is raging, 'twill be fearful and long, We'll 
turn from the way, The Lord is our strength, be this ev - er our song. With 
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jy CHOSUS. 
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gird on our armor, and be marching a - long. Marching a - long, we are 
courage and faith we are marching a - long. Marching a - long, we are 



Jou)iBRS may 



be fiubstil 
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ituted. 





MARCHING ALOKGy Conoladed. 
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mwchiog' aloag, Gird on die anoor, and be marching along, The conflict la 
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raging, 'twill be fearful and long, Then gird on the armor and be marching along. 
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8 WeVe 'listed for lifej and will camp on the fleldi 
With Christ aa onr Captain, we never will yield j 
The " sword of the Spirit/' both tmsty and strong, 
We'll hold in onr hands as we're marching along. 
Marching along, &c« 

4 Throngk ceniiets nd trials onr orowns tre most win. 
For here we contend 'gainst temptation and sin ; 
But one thing assures ns, we cannot ^ wrong. 
If trusting our Bayiotu:, while marching along< 
Marching along, &C4 , 
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1. While with ceaseless courM) the son Basted thro^ the fonner year^ Many souls their raee have ran, 

D. 8. We a lit -tie longer wait, 



^^^^^^^^^^m 



FINE. 
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Never more to meet us here ; 
But how little, none can know^ 



Fixed in 



e • ter-nal state, Tliej have done with all be - low ; 




R-gj 



1^^^ 



2 As the winged arfow flies, 

Speedily the mark to find ; 
As me lightning from the skies 

Darts, and leaves no trace behind ; 
Swiftly thus our fleeting days 

Bear ns down life's rapid stream : 
Upward, Lord, our spirits raise ; 

All below is but a dream. 



3 Thanks for mercies past receive ; 

Pardon of our sins renew ; 
Teach us, henceforth, how to live. 

With eternity in View ; 
Bless thy word to old and young ; 

Fill us with a Saviour's love; 
When our life's short race is run, 

May we dwell with thee above. 





SELECTED HYMNS. Tane, «< Beneyento." 
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91 The Uood'washed Throng. 

1 Who are these in bright array? 

This innumerabie throng, 
Bound the altar, night and day, 

Tuning their triumphant song? 
" Worthy is the Lamb, once slain. 

Blessing, honor, glory, power. 
Wisdom, riches, to obtain, 

New dominion every hour." 

2 These through fiery trials trod, 

These fVom great affliction came; 
Now, before the throne of God, 

Sealed with his eternal name. 
Clad in raiment pure and white, 

Victor-palms in every hand. 
Through their great Redeemer's might 

More than conquerors they stand. 

3 Hunger, thirst, disease unknown. 

On immortal fruits they feed; 
Them the Lamb, amid the throne, 

Shall to living fouh tains lead: 
Joy and gladness banish sighs. 

Perfect love dispels their fears; 
And forever from their eyes 

God shall wipe away their tears. 

Q^ Children at the Gate of Heaven. 

1 Little trav'lers, Zionward, 
Each one entering into rest, 
In the kingdom of your Lord, 



In the mansions of the blest; 
There, to welcome, Jesus waits, 

Gives the crowns his followers win 

Lift your heads, ye golden gates! 

Let the little trav'lers inl 

2 Who are they whose little feet, 

Pacing life's dark journey through, 
Now have reached that heavenly seat 

They had ever kept in view? 
" I from Greenland's frozen land;" 

*' I from India's sultry plain;" 
"I from Afric's barren sand;" 

*' I from islands of the main." 

3 "All our earthly journey past, 

Every tear and pain gone by. 
Here together met at last, 

At the portal of the sky I 
Each the welcome * Come ' awaits. 

Conquerors over death and sin I 
Lift your heads, ye golden gates! 

Let the little trav'lers inl 

93 Duties of the Sabbath. 78. 

This is God's most holy day; 
We must neither work nor play; 
But we'll try to pray and sing. 
And to Serve our heavenly King. 
0, 't is pleasant now to go 
To our Saviour's house below; 
And we hope to sing and love 
In our Saviour's house above. 
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FAB OUT XJFOIV THE FBAIBIE. Home Mission Song. 
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W. B. Bkadbu&t. Bj permission. 
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1. Far out np - on .the prairie How many children dwell, Who never 
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-Far oat up - on the praine Ho 
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Chorus, — Far out up - on 



le prairie How many children dwell, Who never read the 
FINE. ^ ^ 
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Bi - ble. Or hear the Sabbath bell 



And when the ho - I7 morning Wakes 
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US to sing and pray, They spend the precious moments In i - dleness and play. 
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SELSCTED HYHNd. 
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2 For they have no kind pastor. 

Whose loving words have told 
Of Jesug, the good Shepherd, 

And called them to his fold; 
No Sabbath School inviting 

Its pleasant doors within, 
No teacher's voice entreating 

To leave the way of sin. Chorus. 

3 I wish that I coald tell them 

How Jesus came to die, 
When he for little children 

Left his bright throne on high; 
And all the sad, sad story 

Of sorrow which he bore, 
* When for his crown of glory 

A crown of thoma iie wore. Celq. 

4 And so each morn and evening, 

Whene'er I kneel in prayer, 
I'll ask the gracious Saviour 

To send his gospel there; 
That in the glorious city 

In which he dwells above. 
We all may sing together 

Of his redeeming love. Cho. 

95 MiUennium Song, 78 & 68. 

1 Rejoice, all ye believers. 
And let your lights appear; 
The evening is advancing, 



And midnight now is near; 
The Bridegroom is arising, 

And soon he draweth nigh ; 
Up, up, and watch, and wrestle. 
At midnight comes the cry. 
Chorus.— Rejoice, Ac. 

2 See that jonr lamps are bnming, 

Replenish them with oil, 
And wait for your salvation — 

The end of earthly toil. 
The watchers on the mountain 

Proclaim the Bridegroom near; 
Go meet him, as he cometh. 

With hallelujahs clear. 

3 Ye saints, who here in patieqce 

Tour cross and sufferings bore. 
Shall live and reign forever. 

When sorrow is no more. 
Around the throne of glory^ 

The Lamb ye shall behold 
In triumph cast before Him 

Your diadems of gold. 

4 Our Hope and Expectation, 

O Jesus I now appear; 
Arise, thou Sun, so longed for, 

O'er this benighted sphere 1 
With hearts and hands uplifted. 

We plead, Lord, ^o see 
The day of earth's redemption 

That brings us unto thee. 





ON' THE CBOSS. 



Art. by J. W. Dadmun. 




1. Be -hold! behold I the Lamb of God, On the cross, on the cross. ) ( Now hear his 
- - ' - IS. jI"^ 



For you he shed his precious blood, On the cross, on the cross. 



'E-Ioi U- 
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aU-im-portant cnr, i 



- im - portant cry, \ ^ 

ma sa - bactha - ni ;" ) Draw near and see joor Saviour die_ On the cross, On the croM. 



r(tJ!i;zt^?:J?-t^-it 







3 Let every mourner come and cling 
To the cross, to the cross ; 
Let every Christian come and sing, 
Round the cross, round the cross. 
Here let the preacher take his stand. 
And with the Bible in his hand, 
Proclaim the triumphs of the Lamb, 
On the cross, on the cross. * 



2 Where'er I go, I'll (ell the story 
Of the cross, of the cross ; 
In nothing else my soul shall glory. 

Save the cross, save the cross. 
Yes, this my constant theme shall be, 
Through time and in eternity. 
That Jesus suffered death for me 
On the cross, on the cross. 
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WESLEY. 78. Double. 



87 




P^^^^^^i 



Till the storm of life is past ; Safe in - to the haven guide, O receive my soul at last, 
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2 Other refuge have I none; 

Hangs my helpless soul on thee; 
Leave, leave me not alone; 

Still support and comfort me; 
All my trust on thee is stayed; 

All my help from thee I bring; 
Cover my defenceless head 

With the shadow of thy wing. 

3 Thou, Christ, art all I want; 

More than all in thee I find; 
Raise the fallen, cheer the faint, 
Heal the sick, and lead the blind. 



Just and holy is thy name; 

I am all unrighteousness; 
False and full of sin I am; 

Thou art full of truth and grace. 
4 Plenteous grace with thee is found,- 

Grace to cover all my sin ; 
Let the healing streams abound ; 

Make and keep me pure within« 
Thou of life the fountain art; 

Freely let me take of thee; 
Spring thou up within my hearty 

Rise to all eternity. 
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''THE LOBD IS MY fiHfiPHEBD." 

From Bradbniy»g " S. 8. Helodie*.*' 



^m^^^^ ^^^^ 



1 . The Lord is my Shepherd, how happy am I ; How tender and watchful my wants to Bopj^y ! 
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He daily provides me with raiment and food, Whate'er he denies me is meant for my good. 



Si 



:t: 



^ 



E£ 



fe 



It 



E^ 



4-^-^- 



t=t 



I 



2. 

The Lord is my Shepherd, tiien I must ohey 
His gracious commandment, and walk in his way; 
His fear he will teach me, my heart he'll rtnew. 
And though I'm so sinfal, my sins he'll subdiie. 

3. 
The Lord is my Shepherd, how happy am I ! 
Tm blest while I Uve, and Vm blest when I die ; 



Trutt in God, 

In death's gloomr valley no evil I'll dread, 
*ror I wfll be with thee,'^ my Shepherd hath said. 

4. 
' The Lord is my Shepherd,* I'll sing with delight, 
Till called to adore him in regions of light ; 
Then praise him, with angels, to bright harps of 

gold, 
And ever and ever his glory behold. 
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99 The Brighter Wwid, 11&. 

I I ^^n^ald not live alway ! I ask not to stay 
Where storm after «torm rises dark o'er tiae way ; 
The few lurid monuDgs that dawn on us here 
Are enough iov U&'s W4»e0*-£Bil enoqg^ fot ks 
«heer> 

2 I would not live aiwar, thus fettered by sin 3 
Temptation withoat and corruption within ! 
E'en the rapture of pardon is mingled withfears^ 
And the cup of thanksgiying with penitent tears. 

3 X would m)t li¥e alway ^ no, welcome the tomb 1 
Since Jesus has lain there I dread not its gloom ; 
There sweet he my rest till he bid me arise. 

To hail -bun in triumph desoending the skiea. 

4 Who, who would live alway, away from Ms Gtod, 
Away from yon heaven, that blissfitl abode, 
Where the rivers of pleassxe flowo'^r the bright 

plains, 
And the noontide of glory eternally leigas; 

5 Where tbe sfunAs of all Ages ia harmoBy raeevt, 
Their Saviour and brethrenr transported to greet ; 
While the anthems of rapture unceasingly roll, 
And the smile of the Lord is the feast of the soul. 
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JeMU8 in the Garden^- lis. 



Thou sweet gliding Kedron, by thy silver stream. 
Our Saviour would linger In moonlight's soft 

beam; 
And by thy bright waters till midnighfwould stay, 
And lose ia ihy mttrmars the toils of the day. 

2 How damp were the vapors that fell on his head ; 
How hard was his pillow, how humble his bed ; 
The angels beholding, amazed at the sight, 
Attended their Master with solemn delight. 

3 O garden of Olives, thou dear honored spot, 
The lame of thy wonders shall ne'er be forgot ; 
The theme most transporting to seraphs above, 
The triumph of sorrow, the triumph of love. 

4 Come, aaints, and adore him ; come, bow at his 

feet; 
O give him the giory, the praise that is meet ; 
Let joyful hosannas unceasing arise. 
And join the foil chorus that gladdens the skies. 

0OXOLOOT. 

O Father Almighty, to thee be addressed. 
With Christ and the Spirit, one God, ever blest, 
All glory and worship from earth and ft-om heaven, 
As was, and is now, and shall ever be given. 



7 
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THE SHOTEB'S INVITATION. 6s & 7s. 
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1. Children, c6me, will jon come. Hear the Savioar proclaiming ; > 

I have purchased a home In the mansions of heaven;) Foreadi sin -^ striken 
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Bonl Who has fled to the foontun, Flowing 
^\ ^s ^s 



2 There the angels so bright 

Listen pleased to the stor^ ; 
As the saints, clothed in wmte^ 

Sing aloud of his glory. 
There no sin nor dismay, 

Neither trouble or sorrow^ 
"Will be felt for a day, 

Nor be feared for the morrow. 



forth from my side^ As I Bwigonthemoontain. 



3 He's prepared yon a home. 

Children, will you believe it 9 
And invites yon to come. 

Children, will you receive it t 
come, children, come, 

For the tide is receding ; 
And the Savioar will soon 

And forever cease pleading. 



J 
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2 There's a choir of infant songsters, 

White-robed, round the Saviour's throne ; 
Angels cease, and waiting, listen J 

O, 'tis sweeter than their own J 
Faith can hear the rapturous choral, 

When her ear is upward turned ; 
Is not this the same, perfected. 

Which upon the earth they learned ? 



3 Jesus, when on earth sojourning. 

Loved them with a wondrous love ; 
And will he, to heaven returning. 

Faithless to his blessing prove ? 
O, they cannot sing too early ; 

Fathers, stand not in their way ! 
Birds do sing while day is breaking — 

Tell me, then, why should not £ey 1 
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THE IiOVINQ- SAVIOUB. CM. 



S. R. BsMseajocB, 






1. Dear Jesm, er-er at mjsidiB, HowloTingnrast tkoabe. To leave thj home m 
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keaTen to guard A little cbild like me. I cannot feel thee touch my hand^Widi 




^^^mi^^^m^^m 



rf-^- 



pressure light and mild, To check me as mj mother did, When I was but a efafld. 



SBLECTED HYMNS. 



0S 



lO 3 5rac Lemng Saviour. 

2 But I have felt thee in my thoughts, 
RebakiDg sin for me ; 
And, when my heart loves God, I know 

The sweetness is iix)m thee. 
And when, dear Saviour, I kneel down, 

Morning and night, to prayer. 

Something there is within my heart 

Which tells me thou art there. 

8 Tea 1 when I pray, thon prayest too^ 

Thy prayer is all for me ; 
Bat when 1 sleep, thou sleepest not, 

But watchest patiently. 
Bear Jesus, ever at my side. 

How loving must thou be, 
To leav« thy home in heaven, to g«um| 

A littlse child like me. 

104= ^ OMne, kt ug wonhifh a ic 

1 Come, let as join the hosts above, 

Now in oar youthful days ; 
Bemember our Creator's fove. 
And lisp our Father's praise. 

2 His majesty will not despise 

The day of feeble things ; 
Grateful the songs of children xise. 
And please the King of kings. 



S He loves to be remembered thus. 
And honored for his grace ; 
0«t of the mouths of babes like us 
His wisdom perfects praise. 

4 Glory to God, and praise, and power. 
Honor and thanks be given I 
Children and cherubim More 
The Lord of earth and heaven. 

105 ^9^ «»M? ^fory of the sacred paye. o. 

1 What glory gilds the saordd page 1 

Mi^estic, like the sun ; 
Jt gives a light to €very age ; 
It gives, hat borrows none. 

2 The power that gave it still supplies 

The gracious light and heat ; 
Its truths upon the nations rise ; 
They rise, but sever set. 

3 Lord I everlasting tlianks be thine 

For such a bright display. 
As makes a world of darkness shine 
With beams of heavenly day. 

4 Our souls rejoicingly pursue 

The steps of Him we love. 

Till glory br6ak upon our view 

In brighter worlds above. 
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LONELY TBAVELEB. 




P=^i 



W. B. Bkadbubt. By permission. 
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1 . I'm a lonely traveler here,Weary, oppressed ; Bat my jomTiey*8 end is near ; Soon shall I rest ; 




Dark and dreary is the way, Toiling I've come ; Ask me not with you to stay, Yonder's n 



my home. 



ii 



2 I'm a weary traveler here, 

I must go on; 
For my journey's end is near, 

I must be gone. 
Brighter joys than earth can give. 

Win me away; 
Pleasures that forever live — 

I cannot s*-ay. 

3 I'm a traveler to a land 

Where all is fair; 
Where is seen no broken band- 
All, all are there. 



Where no tear shall ever fall^ 

Nor heart be sad; 
Where the glory is for alU 

And all are glad^ 
4 I'm a traveler— call me not — 

Upward my way; 
Yonder is my rest and lot; 

I cannot stay. 
Farewell, earthly pleasures aU^ 

Pilgrim I'll roam; 
Hail me not—in vain you call — 

Yonder's my home. 





AMEBICA. 68 & 4s. 
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1. My country, *ti8 of thee, Sweet land of 



t=zt 



►t land of liber - ty, Of 



Of thee 
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Sing ; Land where my 
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fatljers died ; Land of the pilgrim's pride ; From ev' - ry mountain side Let freedom ring. 






2 My native country, thee, 
Land x)f the noble free, 

Thy name I k>ve; 
I love thy rocks and rilb, 
Thy woods and terapied hills; 
My heart with rapture thrills 

Like that above. 

3 Let music swell the breeze, 
And ring from all the trees 

Sweet freedom's song; 
•Let mortal tongues awake; 



Let all that breathe partak«; 
Let rocks their silence break— 

The sound prolong. 
4 Our fathers' God, to thee. 
Author of liberty. 

To thee we sing : 
Long may our land be bright 
With freedom's holy light; 
l*rotect us by thy might, 

Great God, our King. 



M 



GOOD Willi. FBOIC HBAYSN. 



8s & 78, 

Mask by L. P. Laieour. 

5^ 




1. Havk! what mean thoM holy yoiees^ SwMtlyM>andiiigt]»o^ the skies TLofth'ansel-ie host re-Joices; 

x>. », Olovy in the hishest, glory, 






93EE 



V - ^ V - 



s^ 



iirr-r-j?-t- 



9=P=tt 




HNS. i>.s. 



Hearenly hal - le - Ivijahs rise. Usten to Che wewlrociastoiy/ Which they ehtnt hat hgmBsef Joy >- 
Glory be to Qod most high ! 
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2 Peace on earth, good will from heaven. 
Reaching far as man is found ; 

Souls redeemed, and sins forgiven !— 
Loud our golden harps shtdl sound. 

Christ is bom, the great Anointed ; 
Heaven and earth his praises sing ; 



receive whom €k><] appointed, 
For jour Prophet, Priest, aad King. 
3 Hasten,. mortals, to adore him ; 

Learn his name, and taste his joy; 

Till in heaven ye sing before him,—' 
Olorjr be to Ood most high I Bepeai» 




SSIJBCTSD 

109 ^^« Sabbath Bell 8s & 78. 

1 When the Sabbath bell is ringing, 

Let us come without delay ; 
And unite with thousands singing, 

In their Sunday-schools to-day. 
These are happy hours of meeting, 

When we hear the voice of prayer ; 
But these hours are short and fleeting : 

Let us then be early there. 

2 We shall keep our teachers waiting, 

If we tarry by the way ; 
Or disturb the school reciting, 

On this holy Sabbath day. 
Here the blessed gospel shows as 

All its precious stores of truth ; 
And the Holy Spirit woos us 

From transgression in our 3roath. 
8 When the Sabbath bell is ringing, 

Let us to the school repair, 
That we may unite in singing, 

And together kneel in prayer. Repeat, 

110 Jesus our strength, 88 & 78. 

1 Jesus, Lord of life and glory, 

Friend of children, hear our lays ; 
Humbly would our souls adore thee, 
Sing thy name in hymns of praise. 
0, what debtors to thy kindness 
Are we, God of boundless love ! 



HYMNS. 97 

Thousands wander on in blindnesfi. 
Strangers to the light above. 

2 Jesus, on thine arm relying, 

We would tread this earthly vale ; 
Be our life when we are dying ; 

Be our strength, when strength shall fiiil. 
Let us mount the hills of glory. 

Far from sins, and woes, and pains ; 
There, in perfect songs, adore thee. 

And in everlasting strains. 

Ill The dying Christian. 8s & 78. 

1 Happy soul, thy days are ending. 

All thy mourning days below ; 
Go, — the angel guards attending,-^ 

To the sight of Jesus go. 
Waiting to receive thy spirit, 

Lo ! the Saviour stands above ; 
Shows the purchase of his merit, 

Beaches out the crown of love. 

2 Struggle through thy latest passion. 

To thy great Redeemer's breast ; 
To his uttermost salvation. 

To his everlasting rest. 
For the joy he sets before thee. 

Bear a momentary pain ; 
Die, to live a life of glory ; 

Suffer, with thy Lord to reign. 
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WILL YOTJ BE THERE? 
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J. w. i>. II 
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1. Beyond this lift of hopes and fean, Beyond this world of griefi and tearst There is a legkfn fiuri 
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2. Its glorious gates are closed to sin ; Nought that defiles can enter in To mar its beauty rare ; 
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It knows no change and no dec^y, No night, bat one nn- ending day. Oh say, will yon be there ? 



$^mmi^^m^^m^ 



Up - on that bright, e - ternal shore, Earth's bitter curse is known no more. Oh say^ will you be there ? 



^^g^^^^^^S^^is^ 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



^ 



WILL YOU BE THERE? Concluded. 
Chokus, ad libitum. 
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Yes, we'll be there I yes, we'll be there ! In that beau-ti - ful world of light. 
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3 No drooping form, no tearfdl eye, 
No hoary head, no weary sigh, 

No pain, no grief, no .care ; 
Bat joys which mortals may not know, 
Like a calm river, ever flow. 

Oh say, will yon be there 1 

4 Our Saviour, once as mortal diild. 
As mortal man, by man reviled. 

There many crowns doth wear; 
While tJiousand thousands swell the strain 
Of glory to the Lamb once slain 1 

Oh say, will you be there ? 



5 Who shall be there ? The lowly here- 
All those who serve the Lord in fear. 

The world's proud mockery dare ; 
Who, by the Holy Spirit led. 
Rejoice the narrow path to tread : — 

These, these shall all be there 1 

6 Will you be there ? You shall, you must. 
If, hating sin, in Christ you trust. 

Who did that place prepare. 
Still doth his voice sound sweetly, "Come ! 
I am the way — ^I'll lead you home — 

With me, you shall be there I " 
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ITALIAir HYMN. 6s &; 4s. 



OlARDINI. 
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1. Come, thou Almighty King, Help as 

2. Jesos, oar Lord, a - Hbc ! Scatter 

3. Come, thoa incarnate Word, Gird on 



r . 

thy Name to sing, Help as to praise : Father all- 
oar en - e - mies. And make them fall ; Let thine al- 
thy mighty sword, Oar prayer attend ; Come, and thy 
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glori -oas. O'er all vie - to - rioas. Come, and reign o - ver as. Ancient of days, 
mighty aid Oar sare defence he made ; Oar soals on thee be stayed ; Lord, hear oar call, 
people bless, And give thy wo/d success ; Spir- it of ho - U - ness. On as descend. 
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Come, holy Comforter, 
Thy sacred witness bear 

In this glad hoar : 
Thou who Almighty art, 
Now rule in every heart ; 
And ne'er from us depart, 

Soirit of power. 



5 To the great One and Three 
Eternal praises be 

Hence, evermore. 
His sovereign majesty 
May we in glory see, 
And to eternity 

Love and adore. 
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115 The Benediction. 68 & 48. 

1 Go ! 'tis thy Country's cause, 
Who, to uphold her laws, 

Beckons each son ; 
Loyal in treason's spite, 
Firm to maintain the right, 
Thus must be fought the fight. 

The victory won. 

2 Go ! and may God above, 
Ruling the earth with love. 

Be now thy stay — 
Save thee from every sin, 
Send thee His peace within. 
E'en through the battle's din, 

And the wild fray. 

3 Stand where thy fathers stood. 
Mingle with theirs thy blood. 

Freedom's red wine ; 
Calm be thy sleep and sweet. 
When, for thy wmding-sheel^ 
The flag to-day we greet. 

Bound thee shall twine. 

4 Flag of our native land I 
Untom by treason's hand, 

Thy stripes shall wave ; 
Undimmed thy stars shall shine. 



While Faith and Love combine, ' 
And at thy holy shrine 
Oflfer the brave. 

116 ^^ ^f^^^ fathers, 6s & 4s. 

1 Here, where our fathers came 
Bearing the holy flame 

To light our days, — 
Here, where with faith and prayer 
They reared these walls in air. 
Now to the heavens so fair 

Their flag we raise, 

2 Look ye, where free it waves 
Over their hallowed graves ! 

Blessing their sleep ; 
Now pledge your heart and hand. 
Sons of a noble land. 
Bound this bright flag to stand. 

Till death to keep ! 

3 God of our fathers ! now 
To thee we raise our vow — 

Judge and defend ; 
Let Freedom's banner wave 
Till there be not a slave ; 
Show thyself strong to save. 

Unto the end. 

Mrs. H. B. Stowe. 
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WHAT SHALL I DO TO BE SAVED? 

Moaic by J. W. Dadmuit. 



&: 



::ts= 



-^^ 






N S 



■>i-zN 



-Jtrg: 



EfEj 



S 



1. O, what shall I do to be saved From the sorrows that burden my soul ? Like the 

2. 0, what shall I do to be saved, When the pleasures of youth are all fled ? And the 







waves in the storm,When the winds are at war, Chilling floods of distress o'er me roll, 
friends I have loved, From the earth are removed, Andl weep o'er the graves of the dead. 




3 O, what shall I do to be saved, 
When sickness my strength shall subdue ? 

Or the world in a day. 

Like a cloud rolls away, 
And eternity opens to view. 



4 Lord, t^ch us the wav to be saved, 
And then perfect us all in thy love ; 
And whene'er we must go 
From these mansions below, 
0, receive us to mansions above. 
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I MY CBOSS HAVE TAKBK. l. Mason. 103 



1. Jesas, I my cross have taken, All to leave and follow thee ; ) 
Kaked, poor, despised, forsaken, Thou, from hence, my all shaltbe. ) Perish, every fond am- 
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All I'ye sought, or hoped, or known ; Tet how itioh U my condition, God and heaven are still my own. 
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2 Let the world despise and leave me; 

They have left my Saviour too: 
Human hearts and looks deceive me — 

Thou art not, like them, untrue. 
And while thou shalt smile upon me, 

God' of wisdom, love, and might, 
Foes mav hate, and friends disown me; 

Show thy face, and all is bright. 

3 Soul, then know thy full salvation; 

Bise o'er sin, and fear, and care: 
Joy to find in every station 
Something still to do or bear. 



Think what Spirit dwells within thee : 

Think what Father's smiles are thine: 
Think that Jesus died to win thee: 

Child of heaven, canst thou repine? 
4 Haste thee on from grace to glory. 

Armed by faith, and winged by prayer; 
Heaven's eternal day's before thee, 

God's own hand shall guide thee there. 
Soon shall close thine earthly mission, 

Soon shall pass thy pilgrim days; 
Hope shall change to glad fruition — 

Faith to sight, and prayer to praise. 
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THE GOSPEL SHIP IS SAILING. 

From the " Golden Chain." 
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he gospel ship is sail-ing, sailing, sailing, The gospel ship is sailing. 
All who would ship for glo - ry, glo - ry, glory, All who would ship for glo - ry. 
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Bound for Canaan's happy shore ; ) 
Come and welcome, rich and poor. ) 



Glo - ty, faal - le - In-jah I All on board are 
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sweetly singing, Glo - ry, hal - le - lu - jah I Hal - le - lu - jah to the Lamb I 
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SELECTED HYMNS. 



119 Gospd Ship. 

2 She has landed many thousands, 

Thousands, thousands, 
She has landed many thousands 
On fair Canaan's happy shore ; 
And thousands now are sailing, 

Sailing, sailing, 
And thousands now are sailing, 
Yet there's room for thousands more. 
Chobus. — Glory, hallelujah, &c. 

3 Sails filled with heavenly breezes^ 

Breezes, breezes, 
Sails filled with heavenly breezes, 
Swiftly glides the ship along ; 
Her company are singing, 

Singing, singing, 
Her company are singing, 
Glory, glory is their song. Cho. 

4 Take passage now for glory, 

Glory, glory. 
Take passage now for glory. 
Sailing o'er life's troubled sea ; 
With us you shall be happy, 

Happy, happy. 
With us you shall be happy, 
Happy through eternity. Cho. 



130 Soldier* s Funeral Hymn, 
Tune—" Pleyel'8 Hymn." 

1 Mourn not that his kin are far. 

While we lay him in the grave ; 
For his fellow soldiers are 
Loving brothers of the brave. 

2 And his tender mother here 

Shrouds her son i' the banner, thus; 
'Tis his country, loved so dear — 
Mother, too, of all of us. 

3 Sleeping soft, the soldier lies 

Calmly, in his bed of blood ; 
Where, a living sacrifice, 
He his body gave to God 1 

4 By salvation's Captain led, 

In the army of the Lord, 
Battle fields a dying bed 
Soft and glorious afibrd. 

5 There, amid the rage of strife. 

Clash and roar of conflict grim, 
While to God he gives his life. 
In the storm, is calm to him. 

6 Now, let martial music sound ! 

Beat the dead march for the brave J 
Lower him gently in the ground \ 
Fire a volley o'er the grave ! 
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TKB AIiABM. 8s Sd 7s. 



„ Slow. Art. by J. W. Dadmi 



dwelling, In a grand and awful time ; In an age 
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1. We are liying, we are dwelling, In a grand and awful time; In an age on ages 

2. Will ye play, then, will ye dally. With your music and your wine 1 Up ! it is Je - hovah's 
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Lively. 
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telling ; To be liv - ing is sublime. Hark ! the waking up of nations, Gog and 
rally ! God's own arm hath need of thine. Hark ! the on - set ! will ye fold your Faith-clad 
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Magog to the fray ; Hark ! what soundeth ? is ere - a-tion Groaning for its latter day ? 
arms in lazy lock? Up, up, thou drowsy soldier ; Worlds are charging to the shock. 
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SELECTED 

131 ^c Alarm, 

3 Worlds are charging, heaven beholding ! 
Thou hast but an hour to fight ; 
Now the blazoned cross unfolding, 
On — ^right onward, for the right. 
On ! let all the soul within you 

For the truth's sake go abroad ; 
Strike ! let every nerve and sinew 
Tell on ages— tell for God ! 

129 ^^^Tuit of the night ? 88 & Ts. 

1 Watchman, on the tower ! tell "us 

If the morning seems to dawn ; 
Hearts are aching for such tidings ; 

Dost thou see the signs of mom ? 
Or, if still the darkness broodeth. 

Tell us what the gloom portends. 
What the fate our land awaiting, 

Wheresoever the night extend ? 

2 What — O watchman ! haste to teU ua, 

What descriest thou to-night ? 
Are the stars 'tween storm-clouds gleaming ? 

Will the moon soon beam forth bright ? 
Through the mists of sad disunion 

Comes there not one cheering ray ? 
Bises there no morning planet 

As the herald of the day ? 



HYMira. 

3 " Querist ! on the watch-tower standing. 

O'er the land no light I spy, 
Save the beacon faintly glimmering 

From the Grospel turret high : 
Not a star is in the heavens 

Save the Star of Bethlehem, 
Faintly twinkling in the distance. 

Like a ray from tiny gem. 

4 Higher Bethlehem's star is rising — 

'Tis the herald of the mom ; 
With its steady light advancing. 

Comes the blessed hour of dawn. 
Then the warriors from the turret 

Forth to battle-fields shall go. 
Waving Freedom's starry banner, 

Bravely meeting every foe. 



5 With the light must come the conflict; 

Truth with error must contend ; 

But while Jacob's Ood is watching, 

Tmth must triumph in the end ; 
And with Bethlehem's star, in beauty. 

Will the star of Freedom shine ; 
And, the rage of conflict ending, 
Peace wi& happiness shall twine. 

Mrs. J. H. H&naford. 
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THE BIBLE. Us. 



1. The Bi • ble ! the Bi - ble ! more precious than gold, The hopes and the glories its 



pages unfold ; It speaks of a Sayioor, and tells of his love ; 
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way to the mansions a - bove, It shows us the way to the mansions above, 
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1/^3 Triumph of the Bible, 

2 The Bible ! the Bible ! blest volnme of trutlj,, 
How sweetly it smiles on the season of youth ! 
It bids as seek early the pearl of great price, 
Ere th' heart is enslaved in the bondage of vice. 

3 The Bible I the Bible ! we hail it with joy ; 
Its truths and its glories our tongues shall employ ; 
Well sing of its triumphs, we'll tell of its worth, 
And send Its glad tidings afar o'er the earth. 

4 The Bible ! the Bible ! the valleys shall ring. 
And hill-tops re-echo the notes that we sing ; 
Our banners, inscribed with its precepts and rules 
Shall long wave in triumph, the joy of our schools. 

134 The Light-Ship. lis. 

The Light-Ship ! how welcome the beacon to me. 
When wild was the tempest, and dark was the sea ; 
it soothed my sad spirit's tumultuous fear, 
And told me the haven I longed for was near. 

2 How blest was the beacon ! how lovely it seemed. 
As its watch-fires of crimson unceasingly gleamed ! 
Sweet assurance of safety in momenta of calm. 
And in seasons of peril a safeguard from harm. 

3 O, would that while sailing on life's stormy sea. 
The Star of Religion my beacon might be, 

To warn me of danger, to soothe me in fear, 
And tell me the haven I long for is near. 



HYMNS. ^^^ 

X3 5 ^o^ sioeet is the Sabbath, i is. 

1 How sweet is the Sabbath, the morning of rest 
The day of the week which I ought to love best • 
The morning the Saviour arose from the tomb 
And took from the grave all its terror and gloom. 

2 O let me be thoughtful and prayerful to-day, 
And not spend a moment in trifling or play ; 
Remembering these seasons were graciously given 
To teach me to seek, and prepare me for, heaven. 

3 In the house of my God, in his presence and fear, 
While I worship toiay may my heart be sincere ; 
In the school while I learn, may I listen with care. 
And be grateful to those who watch over me there. 

4 Instruct me, my Saviour, for thine would I be, 
Nor am I too young to be noticed by thee ; 
Renew all my heart, keep me Arm in thy ways, 

I would love thee, and serve thee, and give thee 

the praise. 
136 2"^e J^^'s Prayer, lis. 

1 Our Father in heaven, we hallow thy name ; 
May thy kingdom holy, on earth be the same ; 
O, give to us daily our portion of bread ; 

It is from thy bounty that all must be fed. 

2 Forgive our transgressions, and teach us to know 
That humble compassion which pardons each foe; 
Keep us from temptation, from weakness and sin, 
And thine be the glory forever. Amen. 
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HABK ! TO THIE OHBISTMAS BELLS. 

Musio by L. P. Lmoour. 
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1. Hark f hark! to the merry Christmas bells. How pleasant - ly they chime! 
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A tone of joy their music swells, For the ho - ly, hal - lowed time ; 
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They tell of the bright and glorious day When a Sayioar sprung to birth, 
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HARK! TO THE CHRISTMAS BELLS, Concluded. 






When Bethlehem's star of a silvery ray Lit the glad and smiling earth, 
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197 Bark! to the Christmas bells. 

2 They tell of the manger's loTt^ly bed, 

Where th^holy Babe was found,— 
Where the straw alone upheld his head 

!l?rom the cold and hoof-trod ground. 
Poor and humble was the shelter there, 

J'or our God's anointed .Son ; 
But bright as the regions of upper ik 

Was the glorious meed he won. 

3 Descending to give a world of gloom 

A radiance forever bright. 
Then sank to the dark and shroudmg tomb. 

That all might live in light. 
Then let every young and grateful voice 

In this Sabbath School arise ; 
And let every heart in his praise rejoice 

Till it reaches the vaulted skies. 

Mrs. Esling. 



138 Importance of the Bible to the Young, 
Tune, " Ctoss and Crown.*' 0. m. 

1 How shall the young secure their hearts, 

And gttard their lives from sin ? 
Thy word the choicest rules imparts 
To keep the conscience clean. 

2 *Tis like the sun, a heavenly light, 

That guides us all the day, 
And through the dangers of the night, 
A lamp to lead our way. 

3 Thy precepts make vA truly wise ; 

We hate the sinner's road : 
We hate our own vain thoughts that ris< 
But love thy law, O God ! 

4 Thy word is everlasting truth : 

How pure Is every page ! 
That holy book shall guide our youth. 
And well support our age. 
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THE STAIUSFANGLED BANNBR. 
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1. say, can Ton Bee by tlie dawn's early Ught, What so proudly we hail'd at the twilight's last gleam- 
Whose broad stripes and bright stars thro' the perilous fight, O'er the ramparts we watched were so gallantly 

[streaming ; 
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And the rocket's red glare, the bombs borstbig in air, Qave proof thro' the night that our flag was still there. 
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say, does that star-spangied banner yet want, 'er the land of the firee, and the home of the brave. 
FULL OHOBUS. 




say, does the star-spangled banner yet ware. O'er the land of the free and the home of the brave. 
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«TAR-SPANGLED BANNER, Concluded. 

2 On the shore dimly seen through the mists of the deep. 
Where the foe's haughty host in dread silence reposes. 
What is that which the breeze, o'er the towering steep. 

As it fitfully blows, half conceals, half discloses ? 
Now it catches the gleam of the moming's-first beam. 
In full glory reflected now shines in the stream. 
'Tis the star-spangled banner ; O, long may it ware 
O'er the land of the free and the home of the brave. 



lU 



3 And where is that band, who so vauntingly swore, 
That the havoc of war and the battle's confusion, 
A home and a country should leave us no more ? 

Their blood has washed out their foul footstep's pollution. 
No refuge can save the hireling and slave. 
From the terror of flight, or the gloom of the grave ; 
And the star-spangled banner in triumph shall wave 
O'er the land of the free and the home of the brave. 



[8] 



4 O thus be it ever, when freemen shall stand 

Between their loved homes and the war's desolation ; 
Blest with victory and peace, may the heaven-rescued land 

Praise the power that hath made and preserved us a nation. 
Then conquer we must, when our cause it is just. 
And this be our motto— "In God is our trust — " 
And thft star-spangled banner in triumph shall wave 
O'er the land of the free and the home of the brave. 
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MY MOTHEB DEAB. 



B. LOTXB. 



Tenderly. 
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1. There was a place in childhood that I rcmem - ber well. And there a voice of 
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sweetest tone, bright fai- ry tales did tell; And gentle words and fond embrace were 
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giren with joj to me, When I was in tiuit happy place, up - on mj mother's 
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MY MOTHER BEAB^ Conckded. UB 



2. 

When fairy tales were ended, ** good night," she softly said. 
And kissed and laid me down tp sleep within my tiny bed ; 
And holy words she taught me there, methinks I yet ean see 
Her angel eyes, as close I knelt beside my mother's knee« 
O, moth^ dear! 0, mother dear! 

3. 

In the sickness of my childhood, the perils of my prime, 

The sorrows of my riper years, th^ cares of every time, 

When doubt or danger weighed me down, then pleading all for me. 

It was a fervent prayer to heaven that bent my mother^s knee« 

My mother dear! my mother dear! 

My gentle, gentle mother 1 
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PBODIGAL'S BJSTUItK. C. M. 
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1. Af - flictions thoagh they seem severe. In met - cy oft are sent; They stop'd the 
p.c, I'll not die here for bread, he cried, Nor starve in foreign lands; My father's 



It. 



^m. 



-9- 








^^ 



STNB. 



D.C. 



IS 



P 



.^_^ 



5Et:a 



^*-i:— r 



prod •» i - gal's ca - reer, And caused him to 
hoase hath large supplies, And bounteous are 
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re - pent. I'll not die here for bread, 
his hands. 
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What have I gained by sin, he said, 
But hungPt-, shame and fear; 

My father's house abounds with bread. 
While I am sturving here. 

3 I'll go and tell him all I've done, 

Fall down before his face; 

Unworthy to be called his son, 

I'll seek a ser^'ant's place. 

4 His father saw him coming back, 

He saw, and ran, and smiled; 



And threw his arms around the neck 

Of his rebellious child. 
i Father, I've sinned; but 0, forgive! 

Enough! the father said; 
Bejoice, my house! my son's alive, 

For whom I mourned as dead. 
i 'Tis thus the Lord his love reveals. 

To Call poor sinners home; 
More than a father's love he feels, 

And welcomes all that come. 






EMMONS* C. M. 



From BuaGMULLEB. 
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like thy charming name, Nor half so sweet to me, 
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Nor half so sweet to 
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2 Onr Jesus still shall be oar theme, 
While in this world we stay; 

We'll sing our Jesus' lovely name 
When ail things else decay. 

3 When we appear in yonder clond, 

With all the favored throng, 
Then will we sing more sweet, more load. 
And Christ shall be onr song. 
X33 The heavenly Canaan. CM. 
1 There is a land of pure delight, 
Where saints immortal reign; 



Infinite day excludes the night. 
And pleasures- banish pain. 

2 There everlasting spring abides, 

And never-withering flowers : 

Death, like a narrow sea, divides 

This heavenly land from ours. 

3 Sweet fields beyond the swelling fioi 

Stand dressed in living green ; 

So to the Jews old Canaan stood. 

While Jordan rolled between. 
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HAFFT IfSW YEAB. lis. 
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h Oh Je - sua, the do: - nop of all we en - joy, Our lives to thine honor wo 
2. With joy we re - member the dawn of that dny, When, cold as Decern - ber, in 



zS^sS-^ 



ii*i 



m 



wish to em 
darkness we 



With praises im - ceasing we^l sing of thy name; Thy 
ay: The sweet in - vi • ta - tion we heard with sur - prise, And 




goodness in - creasing, thy love we'll proclaim. Happy new Year to 
witnessed sal • va-tion to flow Arom the skies. Happy new Year to 
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HAPPY NEW YEAR, Concluded. 



new Year 



3i^/EE;Ei 






m 



teE 



•11, Happy new Year, Happy new Year, Hap- py new Year 
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134: The ^eat Donor. 

3 The wonderful name of our Jesus we'll sing, 
And pubHsh the name of our Captain and King ; 
With sweet exultation his goodness we prore; 
His name is salvation, his nature is loye. 

4 We now are enlisted in Jesus's cause, 
Divinely assisted to conquer our foes : 

His zrace will support us till conflicts are o'er, 
He then will escort us to Zion's bright shore. 

5 And when to the regions of glory we rise, 
And join the bright legions, and shout through the 

skies, 
^ We'll tell the glad story of Jesus's grace. 
And give him the glory, the honor, and praise. 

6 In this blest enjoyment our spirits shall rest 
In sweetest enjoyment on Jesus's breast ; 

To drink oi the streams of Immannel's k>ye. 
And bask in the beams of his glory above. 
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135 Sappy Meeting, lis. 

1 We gather, we gather, dear Jesus, to 
The breathings of love 'mid the blossoms 
Our Maker, Redeemer, we gratefully n 
Our hearts and oar voices in singing tli 
Cho. Happy meeting to all ! happy meet 

Happy meeting, happy meeting, hapj 
to all. 

2 When stooping to earth from the bri^ 
Thy blood for our ransom so freely wa- 
Tho^ listeoest with pleasure, while child 
With joyful hosannas, the blest of the 

3 Those arms which embraced little chile 
Still love to encircle the lambs of the i 
That grace which inviteth the wanderii 
Hath never forbidden the youngest to c 

4 Hosanna ! hosanna ! great Teacher, 
Our hearts and our voices in singing d 
For precept and promise so graciously 
For blessings of earth and the glories < 
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long time there 
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lit - tie grave With grass and flowers o'ergrown, 
stood, and asked My sonl the rea - son why, 
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And on the mound some mourning one A withered 
Since Grod was good, so sweet a child Should e'er be 



bud had thrown; 
made to die; 
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And at the head there was no word Bat ''Al - lie/' on the stone. 
Bat all was dark with - in, and none Could tell the rea - son why. 
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* Music from the " Old Colony, or Toaog People^s Collection" of hymns and tones, for Sabbath Schools, 
Prayer and Band of Hope meetings, by Dr. E. B. Blamohabd. 
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136 ^^ ^^^^ Orave, 

3 And then my anxious thought went dowm 

Where little Allie lay ; 
And aeked if she could tell me why 

The liord took her away 1 
I waited long, but not a word 

Did little Allie say. 

4 At length there came a man ; I think 

He dropped down from the sky. 
"My child," said he, '* you want to knefW 

Why God made Allie die ? 
Come, let me take you in my arms. 

And I will tell you why. 

5 The liOrd perceived that she wa& loved 

By doting ones too well ; 
And knew what troubles she would have. 

If here allowed to dwell ; 
And then he wanted her with him ; 

But more I may not tell." 

187 ^^^ ^^ 9f^^ ^^* ^^^ ^^ ^^• 
Additional Tenea to an old song, by B^t. J. Qt. VoBoaai. 

1 Ble^ banner of Freedom ! thy pinion 
Floats wide o'er the land and the sea ; 

The emblem of peaceful dominion, 
Our eyes turn with rapture to thee. 



Though war-clouds and dangers are o'er niB, 
Thy folds are still dear to our view; 

With the flag of our country before us. 
We march to the Red, White and Bine, 
We march to the Red, White and Blue, 
We march to the Red, White and Blue, 

With the flag of our couhtrv before us. 
We march to the Red, White and Blue. 

2 The glorious ensign ne'er sever, 
Let it float in the ether above, 

Its stars the bright symbol, forever. 
Of Union and Freedom and Love. 

May they never grow dim in their shining, 
Nor fade from their colors so true, 

The stars and the stripes still entwining, 
Hurrah for the Red, White and Blue. 

3 Though traitors shall meet tind dissemble, 
And armies of rebels shall rise, 

Our banner shall cause them to tremble 

As it waves in the bright Southern skies ; 
And millions of patriot voices 

Shall the chorus of Freedom renew. 
And shout as the nation rejoices, 

Hurrah for the Red, White and Blue. 

Bentoii Barracks, St. Louis, Feb., 1862. 





122 THE HEBO'S COVEBING. 8s & 7s. 

Words by Mrs. Holdbk. J. W. Dadmuit. 

The venerable mother— nearly if not quite fbor-score — of one who recently fell bravely leading on his troops 
in battle, gazed calmly upon the £&oe of her son, after his body was brought home for barial. At last a more- 
zoent was made by a friend to cover the face. The noble woman put him gently aside, and carefully performing 
the act herself, said : " My son, I liave covered you many times before ; now I do it for tlie last time, and with 
the flag of your«ouzUxy." 
Tenderly. 




3. Forthelasttime, O mj darling, Is 
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" where calmly 
the last? I will cover thee as 
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cadence Of thy breathing soft and deep. As the wintry wind howled londly, And the 
slumbered My merry, wea-ry boy; A good-night kiss then pressing Up- 
gently As in the hap -py past. Thy comrades wait to fa«ar thee To a 






Digitized by VjOOQIC 



HERO'S COVERING, Concluded. 
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nights grew long and cold, 
on that forehead fair, 
Boldier's honored grave ; 




how loving-ly I ''covered thee/* With many a downy fold. 
How tender-ly I "covered thee," With a blessing and a prayer. 
My Hero Boy ! I "cover thee," With the flag you died to save. 
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Visions of Heaven, 8s & 7s. 




1 Death shall not destroy my comfort, 

Christ shall guide me through the gloom ; 
Down he'll send some heavenly convoy 

To convey my spirit home ; 
Jordan's streams shall ne'er o'erflow me. 

While my Saviour's by my side ; 
Canaan, Canaan lies before me, 

Soon I'll cross the swelling tide« 

2 See the happy spirits waiting 

On the banks beyond the stream, 
Sweet responses still repeating, 

Jesus, Jesus is their theme. 
See ! they whisper ; hark ! they call me, 

Sister spirit come away ! 
Lo ! I come ! earth can't contain me : 

Hail, ye realms of endless day I 



3 Worlds of light and crowns of glory. 

Far above yon azure sky. 
Though by faith I now explore thee, 

I'll enjoy you soon on high : 
Soon I'll gain a full possessi6n, 

Faith and hope shall henceforth cease, 
Lost in love's exhaustless ocean, 

Love, that sweetest, brightest grace. 

4 Smiling angels now surround me, 

Troops resplendent fill the skies. 
Glory shining all around me, 

Wuile my towering spirit flies ; 
Jesus, clad in dazzling splendor. 

Now, methinks, appears in view : 
Brethren, could you see my Jesus, 

Ton would serve and love him too. 
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HOME AT LAST.* 



Music by M. S. Pn». 



m^^^^m^Mmmi 



1. Home at last ! home at last ! From an earthly shore, For O, I've joined the ransomed 



gp^?^ 






:t=« 






ones, Who passed on long be - fore. 



Here each tear is >viped a -way By 



^ 



5-1-4— 



:7i=pi 



v=t:: 



|ii^i^i^^^^i^i# 



God, the Holy One ; There's naught bat songs of joy and praise Round the Eternal's throne. 



s^igfeg^^^^^^i^^g 



* Words by Mrs. G. A. Hulss M'Iaod.— Sung at the grave of Bishop Waugh. 
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Home at last. 



2 The pure in heart ! the pure in heart ! 

Robed in spotless white, 
Are here with stany crowns of joy, 

All gloriously bright. 
Some I loved so long ago, 

Who left me sad and lone, 
I meet among the heavenly host, 

Within our Father's home. 
Home at last ! home at last ! 

From an earthly shore, 
For 0, Tve joined the ransomed ones 

Who passed on long before. 

3 Safe at home ! safe at home I 

0, let the echo go, 
To soothe the hearts that mourn me yet, 

In that first home below. 
His dear arms are round me now. 

Who was for sinners slain ; 
Through him I've won eternal life ; 

For me to die was gain. 
Safe at home ! safe at home 1 

From an earthly shore ; 
ril bless and praise thee, O my God, 

Forever, evermore. 
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Met again, 

1 Met again, met again. 

In this loved retreat ; 
And O, it fills our souls with joy. 

Our loved ones here to greet ; 
Here^ friendship beams from every, eye. 

And smiles on every face ; 
There's naught on earth can break the tie 

That binds us to this place. 

2 Trusting hearts, trustiug hearts, 

Here each other greet ; 
And O, beside our happy home, 

There's not a place so sweet. 
The pride of wealth, the pride of birth, 

We keep without our door ; 
Beceive the humblest son of earth, — 

If true, — we ask no more. 

3 Friendship sweet, friendship sweet. 

Lingers around the place ; 
And on each heart 'tis graved in lines 

That time cannot efiVice. 
, We meet in peace, we work in love. 

And for each oUier care ; 
And unto Him who rules above. 

Lift up our voice in prayer. 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



te 



WANDEBEB, HASTEN HOME. 



J. B. Paokaiid. 



ii^ipi^iipif^p^ 



1 . Hark ! those bell-tones sweetly pealing, *Come,0 come/ Far and wide melodious stealing, 

2. Hark ! the bell to prayer is calling,Wanderer, come, In God's house with rev'rent feeling. 






^^m^^^^^^m 



*Come, come ;' Thro' each heart the voice is thrilling. Storms of grief and passion stilling, 
Seek thy home ; There's a mansion far above thee,Where dwell spirits pure and lovely, 




ij^^ 



Wanderer, hasten home, Wanderer, hasten home. 



Still the echoed voice is ringing, 
'' Come, come," 



Wanderer, Hasten nome, vvanaerer, nasten nome. Every heart pure incense bringine, 
Wanderer, 'tis thy home. Wanderer, 'tis thy home. « Hither come •" 






Father, round the altar bending, 
May our souls to heaven ascending, 
Find in thee their home. 
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JESUS, TENDEB SHEFHEBD, HEAB ME. 127 

Dr. £. R. BLAircHAED. 



I 1 . Jesus ! tender Shepherd, hear me ! Bless thy little lamb to-night ! Thro' the darkness be thou 



Ritard. ^ 2 All this day thy hand ha^ led me, 



' g^. < — j — if ^— I^|-j--^ g — j^— -?• — 3"S Thou hast clothed me, warmed and fed me ; 
! ft/"' ij 5|~S- "*• ^ "ij^ ^^- Listen to my evening prayer. 



near me, Watch my sleep till morning light. 8 I^t my sins be all forgiven I 

Bless the friends I love so well I 



^^, I 1 ^- — --T-«^ ^r\-r t-i— uiess ine irienas i love so well i 

^iz Jzzdiizrzizg rirg: f?IZ:*fZ:i!^I zeg :tT Take me, when I die, to heaven, 

"^^^ — ^ — lA— >-f -^- — j -— j— jzl-p- K, Happy there with thee to dweU. 



14:4r Temperance Hymn. Tune and chorus on page 60. 

1 *Tis good, dear friends, to sign the Pledge, that sets the drunkard fireej 
Come, join the happy, happy band, wherever they may be; 

We're marching to the field of strife, and wait the victory, — 

And we are marching on. 

2 Weep not, dear children, weep no more, weep not, thou loving wife; 
The father and the husband lost, will be restored to life; 

Let Temperance then triumphant reign, and end the unholy strife-^ 

Our catise is marching on. 

3 The Temperance banner and the Pledge by us shall be unfurled; 
And it shall be our pride and boast to wave it o'er the world. 
Until the Monster Alcohol right downward shall be hurled,— 

Our cause is marching on. 
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OUB OEIiEBBATIOK. 



J. W. Dadmuv. 



^■X-h. 



J casion, Tofir sweetest notes employ; J 

\ 



casion, Tour sweetest notes employ; ) 

ni - ted, Our youthful hearts to cheer. } We will spread our flowing banners, And 



=?=«: 



^^m 



Si 



^ 



»=*=£ 



^^^^^^^ ^ ^^^ 



m 



lift our voices high ; Our hymns and glad ho - sann^s Resounding through the sky. 



^ 



-#-- 



-#-•- 



-^^^^ 





SELSGTED 



14=5 Owr CMraJtim. 

2 Thanks to the God of heayen, 

Kind guardian of oar race. 
For all the favors given 

Beneath his smiling face ; 
For health, and strength, and reaBQil> 

And friendship unalloyed, 
And every pleasant season 

In Sunday Schools enjoyed. 

3 Thanks for the kind protection 

God's arm has thrown around. 
And for that sweet affection 

He catises to abound 
In those who*re watching o'er us, 

With many an anxious sigh, 
And seeking to restore us 

To peace and heavenly joy. 

4 May God with many a blessing 

Reward their toil and care, 
And hear them while addressing 

His throne in fervent prayer ; 
And may his love constraining, 

Our youthful spirits bow ; 
And grace forever reigning. 

Our inmost souls endow. 
[91 



14:6 ShdU we only render wordt, 

1 When, his salvation bringing, 

To Zion Jesus came, 
The children all stood singing 

Hosanna to bis name. 
Nor did their zeal offend him ; 

But, as he rode along, 
He let them still attend him. 

And smiled to hear their song. 

2 And since the Lord retaineth 

Hia lo^e for children still ; 
Though now as King he reigneth 

On Zion's heavenly hill ; 
We'll flock around his banner. 

Who sits upon his throne, 
And cry aloud, '' Hosanna 

To David's royal Sou." 

8 For should we fail proclaiming 

Oar great Redeemer's praise ; 
The stones, our silence shaming. 

Might well hosanna raise. 
But shall we only render 

The tribute of our words 1 
No ! while our hearts are tender. 

They, too, shall be the Lord's. 
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SUNDAY 8OHOOI9 ABMY. 



h 



Art. by W. B. Bhadbubt. 



m^^^^^^^^ 



1. O, do DOt be discouraged, For Jesns is yoar fHend, O, do not be discouraged, For 

2. Fight on, ye little soldiers, The battle yon shall win, Fight on. ye little soldiers. The 

3. And when the conflict's over, Before him yon shall stand, And when the conflict's over. Be- 




Jesns is yonr Friend, fle will give you grace to conquer. He will give you grace to 

battle you shall win; For the Saviour is your Captain, For the Saviour is yonr 

fore him yon shall stand; You shall sing his praise for-ev - er. Ton shall sing his praise for- 




conquer, And keep you to the eml. I am glad I'm in this ar • my. Yes, I'm 
Captain, And he has vanquished sin. I am glad, &c. 

Av - or Tn C\nnatkn*a han.nv lanri T am fr1«/1 Xr.g* 



In Canaan's hap - py land. I am glad, &c, 
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SUNDAY SCHOOL ARMY, Concluded. 131 

jRepecrt fFom the \ft to the Fine, 



^ 11 tiepeaz jrom ine rK to tne l^me. 



glad rm in this army, Yes, I'm glad I'm in this army, And I'll battle for the school, 
g^#" — T" r-Ti — ■ — m — ^a-f-a a m ^■-t-* — P- 



=P=p:i T-1 — r 



-f--t 



:^=:p: 



ipzzipi 



^^m 




DISMISSION. 



:t:;=t= 



8s, 7s & 4s. 



^m 



1. Lord, dis- miss ns with thy blessing; Fill our hearts with joy and peace; 




^^^^P^ila^ 



■=^ 



-itijti 



Let as each thy love pos 
O, re - fresh us, O, re « 

14.3 For the fulru 

2 Thanks we give and adoration, 
For thy gospel's joyfal sound ; 
May the fruits of thy salvation 
In our hearts and lives abound ; 

May thy presence 
With us evermore be found. 



sess - ing. Triumph in re - deeming grace ; ) 
fresh us. Traveling through this wilder - ness. ) 

w 0/ peace and joy, 

3 Then, whene'er the signal's given 
Us from earth to call away. 
Borne on angels' wings to heaven. 
Glad the summons to obey — 

May we ever 
Keign with Christ in endless day. 



YABMOUTH. 78 Sd 6s. 



p^^s^^^i^^ 



1 — V 



^E?E 



1 . When shall the voice of singing Flow^oyfal - ly along 1 When hill and valley, ringing With 
2. Then from the ctaggy moantain^The sacred shout shall fly ; And shady vales and fountains Shall 






^^^^^^^^^mm 



one triumphant song, Proclaim the contest ended, And Him who once was slain, Again to earth de- 
echo the reply ; High tower and lowly dwelling Shall send the chorus round, All hallelujah 




scended, Again to earth descended, A^ain to earth descended, In righteousness to reign, 
swelling. All halle - lujah swelling, AU halle - lujah swelling. In one e - temal sound. 



^i: 



i^EE 



zjzrf^M^ter?: 



-^--# 



*=t: 
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ZION'S FIIiGBIM. Bradbury's "GoMen Chain." 133 

FINE. 



m^^^^^^m^^m^ 



a 



1. Pilgrims we are to Canaan bound. Oar journej lies 
This wil - demess we tray - el round. 
Our robes are washed in Je - sus' blood, And we are traveling home to 



long this road ; ) 
To reach the ci - ty of our God. ) 




rit^: 



=t: 



r-#'- 



God. 



:E3: 



=f=^ 



i 



CHORUS. 

/ O happy pilgrims, spotlesf 



-i — b— p- 

O happy pilgrims, spotless fair. 



_pr.. 



=f=^ 



ri-- 



^ 



/^I>.C. 



1 






What makes your robes so white appear 1 

/7\ 



-^— ^- 



=?!^^- 



^ — ^- 



it 



t^z 



2 A few more days, or weeks, or years, 

In this dark desert to complain; 

A few more sighs, a few more tears, 

And we shall bid adieu to pain. 

3 bles.«ed land I happy land! 

When shall we reach thy golden shore? 
And one redeemed, unbroken band 
United be for evermore. 

4 And if our robes are pure and white, 

May we all reach that blest abode? 



O yes ; they all shall dwell in light 
Whose robes are washed in Jesus' blood. 

5 We all shall reach that golden shore 

If here we watch, and fight, and pray; 
Straight is the way, and straight the door. 
And none but pilgrims find the way. 

6 0, may we meet at last above 

Amid the holy, blood-washed throng; 
And sing forever Jesus* love, 
While saints and angels join the song. 
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ANGELS BEAR ME AWAY. G. M. j. w. Dadmun. 



l1;^^^ ^gg33E^ 



-M 



1. My lat • est snn is sinking fast, My race is near • \y mn; 



^Pi 






^m 



^-=-£ 



^Sr- 



-*T 



My strongeit trl - all now aie past, My triumph te be - gun. 

CHORUS. 



Pp^^^^ 




^i^ 



r -n-r 

O come, angel band, aronnd me stand, I come, behold, I comre; O bear me away 



«i 



££E^- 



^ 



^-J. 



:«li^ 



ii 



L*^- 



EEESEtS^ 



pxfn 



^ig^^^^i^iiS 



on your snowy wings, To my own immor - tal home, To my own immor - tal home. 



r-^^- 




=9=P: 



^m-m 
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HSBEB. 



KnrosLKT. 



Ids 




1. By cool Si - lo-am's sha - dy 

2. Lo, such the child whose ear - ly 



m^m 



S^g^^ 



rill, How fair the 11 - ly grows! 
feet The paths of peace have trod ; 



^=:=1=:;^: 






zs^Az 



m 



p^^p^^^^^i^ 



How sweet the breath be - neath the 
"Whose se - a-et heart, by inflaence 



3 And soon, too soon, the wintry hour 
Of man's matarer age, 
Will shake the soul with sorrow's power, 
And stormy passion's rage. 

Condusionoj 

2 I know I'm nearine the holy ranks 

Of friends and kindred dear, 
For I brush the dews on Jordan's banks; 
The crossing mast be near. 

3 I've almost gained my heavenly home, 

My spirit loudly sings; 



hill, Of Sharon's dew - y rose! 

sweet. Is upward drawn to God. 



4 O Thou who givest life and breath, 
We seek thy grace alone. 
In childhood, manhood, age, and death, 
To keep us still thine own. 

in on opposite page. 

The holy ones, behold, they come! 
I hear the noise of wings. 
4 0, bear my longing heart to Him 
Who bled and died for me; 
Whose blood now cleanses from all sin. 
And gives me victory. Bev. J, HasoaU, 
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SHAIJa WB MEBT P 8s & 78. 

From ** Star of the East,*' by perinissioii of Russell & Patu. 
S hi . K K JS r — hr^- 




Shall we meet beyond the river, Where the surges ne'er shall roll, Where in all the bright for- 

D. 8. Shall we meet beyond the 




I 



ev - er. Sorrow ne'er shall press the soul ? Shall we meet ? shall we meet ? shall we meet ? 
river, Where the sarges ne'er shall roll ? 

-l'-H'-rig:Lz:flT-gr-^— g g ■ P -r^gf~g-rg P' P -T-f=— g!— g- 




2 Shall we meet in that blest harbor. 
When our stormy voyage is o'er 1 
Shall we meet, and cast our anchor 
By the fair celestial shore ? 
Shall we meet ? &c. 
8 Shall we meet in yonder city. 

Where the towers of crystal shine, 



Where the waHs are all of jasper. 
Built by workmanship divine. 
Shall we meet ? &c. 
4 Where the music of the ransomed. 
Rolls its harmony around. 
And creation swells the chorus. 
With its sweet, melodious sound. 
Shall we meet ? &c. 
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YES, WE'LL MEET. 8s & 7s. 137 

Chordb ass A5SWXB TO " Shall WE Mssx." From " Star of the East," b; permission. 

N S . . . . .K_JS __. >> N 



tteet, fieyond the river, When oor conlicts i^l are o'er ; And we'll spend the blest for- 
leet,' in yonder mansionajWiiere our wanderiDge-all shall «ease,'The9e we^U meet our dear com* 



^ 



m 



I 






n 



1 — 5r-p- 



T-r 



8 Yes, we'll meet, where bliss immortal, 
Sweeter far than rest can be ; 
And before the throne eternal 
All oar eartiilj triumphs see. 

4 Yes, we'll meet, where all is onward, 
Eyery change new glories bring ; 
And the host still moving forward, 
Glorifj our heavenly King. 



^^^^^. 



m 



-ev - er, On that bright celes-tial shore. 
panioBS, And be crowned with perfect peace. 



-V— 5— 1^: 



^ 



5 Shall we meet with many a loved ona^ 
That was torn from our embrace 1 
Shall we listen to their voices, 
And behold them face to face ? 
Shall we meet ? &c. 



Conclueion of hymn on opposite page. 



Shall we meet with Christ oar Saviour, 
When he comes to claim his own ? 

Shall we know his blessed favor, 
And sit down upon his throne % 
Shall we meet 1 &c. 





HOSAKNA TO IiAMB OF GOD. 



1^^^^^^* 



1. The 



m 



I 



Snndaj School, wilh joy so lUll, We love it more and more ; ) 
Its precious hoars re - fresh oar powers With strength unknown be - fore. ) 



B.C. We*reled to love; to 



look a - hove. Where we 

* P ifl-r-^-rP- 



m^^^^^^m^ 



soon shall soar. 



i 



I>.C. 




Here troths from par - est fountains brought; Here Je - sus' bright ex - ample taught; 

.0 0—r-m-r-m-. ■ ^- 



^li^^i^^gg^^ii^ 



Glory ! glory ! let us sing» While hearen and earth with glo - ry ring. 



HOSANNA TO THE LAHB, Ck>bcladed. 



IS 






^^ 



Ho - Ma - na, 



-J^-Ji r^ 



Ho - san^a. 



St 



ES=S 



Ho • flsa-na to the Lamb of God. 



1^ 



^ 



?^i^ 



t=t 



31 



2 Our teachers true, we turn to yoa. 

As guides beloved and kind ; 
In youth and ag^e, on memory's pag<e. 

Our thanks shall stand enshrined. 
And when 'mid life's gay scenes we stray, 
Where duties call, where passions. play. 
Your counsels wise shall ever rise 

Like guards around the mind. 

3 Our Pastor kind, we're e'er inclined 

To hear your gladsome voice; 
And fondly cling to truths you bring; 

They make our hearts rejoioe. 
And when these vouthfnl days are past. 
To riper joys and scenes we'll haste; 
We'll gather where the good appear, 

And make their ways our choice. 

156 Happy New Year. c. m. 
I The old, old year hath passed away, 
And now the morning's sun 
Shines brightly in our Sabbath School, 



Saying, * The NTew Year's come!" 
We meet with prayers and praises. 

Upon this New Tear*s day ; 
^A bright New Year— a happy year, 
^ To one and all," we say. 

H O, let this be a happy year, — 

Happy at home, abroad; 
Obedient, gentle, kind to all. 

As children of our God; 
lx)ring thy neighbor as thyself; 

To friendf) and playmates dear; 
Serving the Lord with heart and soul,— 

Walking in holy fear. 

3 Ood sends his sun, — He sends his showerS; 

He sends bis heavenly grace; 
O. seek the Lord,— He may be found,— 

O, humbly seek his face. 
Give Him your heart, now in your youth; 

Come to Him, white you may; 
Resolve at once to serve the Lord,— 

Begin this New Year's Day. 
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I HAVB A FATHEB IN THE FBOMISEB LAND. 

6. 8. SoomiE». 




1. I hvf m Vftther in the promised ImM, I have • Ttih«r ki tht promised hmd. My Father ealls me, 

2. I hare a Saviour in the promised land, I hare a Sayiour in the promised land, My j^vioar oi^ls m^ 
8. I have a crown in ttie promised land, I have a crown in the promised land, WheirJesns calls me, 




I must go To meet him in the promised laSd. ril a - way, Fll awaj to the promised land, I'll a- 
I most go To meet him in the promised land. 1*11 a • way, 1*11 away to the promised land. 111 »• 
1 most go To wear it in the promised land. Ill a-way, Fllaway to tlie promised land, I'll a- 




h 



• way, 1*11 away to the promised land. My Father calls me, I must go Ta meet Him in the promised land. 

• way, ni away to the promised land, My SaTioor calls me, I must go To meet Him in thft promised land. 
> way, 1*11 away to the promised land. When Jesus calls me, I must go To meet Him in the promised land. 



4. I hope to meet you in the promised land, I hope^ &o. At Jesus* feet, a Joyous 
the promked land. We'll away, we'll away, fro. 



band; We'U 



praise Him ia 
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BEAUTIFUL ZIOIT. 1 

from the ** Miudoal Ploaeer," by permlasioii 



8 Beantiful crowns on every brow, 
Beautiful palms the conquerors show, 
Beautiful robes the ransomed wear, 
Beautiful all who enter there; 
Thither I press with eager feet, 
There shall my rest be long and sweet. 



4 Beautiful throne of Christ our King, 
Beautiful songs the angels sing; 
Beautiful rest, all wanderings cease. 
Beautiful home of perfect peace ; 
There shftll my eyes the Saviour see; 
Haste to this heavenly home with me. 
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IWBBX OP HYMNS ATSTD TUITBS. 



Afflictions tlkOfigh Ibey M»kk s«Tere~ 116 

A^in with cheerful svng 55 

Amcriea.; • •...•••• 95 

Angers Whisper 64 

Angels, hear me sway 134 

And may I still get ttwK 10 

Arouse ! Kew England sons. 42 

Away to Sunday School ,^..., 48 

Away from hie home 60 

Battle Hymn ef the^pubKe SO 

Behold! behold r Hm Lamb ef CM 86 

Beautiful ZIon.... .• ...• l41 

Beautiful Star 52 

BeneTento. 82 

Blest Banner of Freedwa 121 

By cool Siloam's shady rfil l35 

Call the chiklmi early 26 

Choral Soag 9 

Children m the heavenly Kiag 66 

ChristJans, brethren, ere we pMrt 74 

Childreo come, wiHyovcome 90 

Closing labors 4 

Come this way, my fotiier 66 

Cold water Chase 70 

Come unto Me 76 

Come, let us join the hosts above 93 

Come thou Almighty King 100 

Come join our celebration 128 

Come, come, come 45 

Come and Worship 8 

Come ye children, and adore Mm..... 8 

Come children, come to God 18 

Cross and Crown 89 

Day of Ood, thou blessed day 60 

Depth of Mercy U 



Dieatb shall not destroy my eomibrfc 128 

Oear Jesus, ever at thy siiie ^ 92 

Dismission ^ 181 

Krie 68 

Emmons ...m..*. * * 117 

Father, up ID Uearen 66 

Faithful Sentinel 60 

Far out upon the Prairie 84 

Fear not, I am with tbee 54 

Festal Day 8 

Flower Buds 6 

Foraseason ealledtopaft 6& 

Glory, Hallehijah 60 

Go! ms thy Country's eango 101 

Good will from Heaven 96 

God speed the Rigbf 57 

Grant ns, Lorti, thy heavenly light 69 

Happy New Tear ^ 118 

Harkf to the Obristmas BeU Ill 

Hark! those bell-tones. i 126 

Happy Day 81 

Happy the ChlKren ^. 86 

Happy soul, thy days are ending......... ...... 97 

Hark i what mean these holy Toiees 96 

Happy I/and — 71 

Happy child, whom God doth aid 68 

Hark! the morning belle are ringing 79 

Heaven is my Home 27 

Heber 185 

nere,wherc our fethers came 101 

He shall fted Ms floek 68 

Homeward Bonnd • 4.... 16 

Hosanna 188 

Home at Last » 124 

' How shall ttie young secure HI 
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INDEX OF HYMNS AND TUNES, Coutiuued. 
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How fleeting are our moments here 64 

Holy Bible, book divine 68 

How firm a foundation 54 

How sweet is the Sabbath 109 

i do Believe. 34 

I have watched thee oh my darling. 122 

I have a father in the promised land 140 

I heard the voice of Jesus say • 76 

I love Thee 75 

I'm going Home 36 

Fm but a traveller hem 27 

Tm not too young to love the Lord • • 84 

In olden times when boysrunwild • 48 

In life's bright morning 17 

In the Christian's home in glory 22 

I stood b^ide a little grave 120 

Italic Hymn 100 

I want to be an angel. ....... 21 

I would not livealway! 89 

Jesus, let a little child 68 

Jesus, lover of my soul 87 

Jesus, Lord of life and glory 97 

Jesus, I my cross have taken 103 

Jesus, tender Shepherd, hear me. 127 

Joyfully, Joyfully 40 

Kind words can never die.... 19 

Lambs of the Flock '. 38 

Let us walk in the light 25 

Letthestill airnjoioe... I ., 45 

Little Alliens Grave 120 

Little Things 41 

Little travellers, Zionward 83 

Lonely Traveller. 94 

Lord dismiss us with thy blessing 131 

Mary to the Savior's tomb 69 

Marching Along 80 



Met again, meta^in 125 

Mineeyes haveseen the glory 60 

Horning Bells •. 79 

Mourn not that his Kin is far 105 

My Fatherland 28 

My days are gliding • .%.. 30 

My Country, *tis of thee 95 

My Mother Dear... 114 

My latest Sun is sinking fast 134 

Nashville 58 

No Parting There 10 

Now we litt our tuneful ,, • 37 

come, letuasign... 3d 

do not be discouraged • 130 

O'er thedark abodes of sorrow 23 

Oftin the stiUy night 46 

Happy Land 14 

OLordofHosts 61 

On the Cross 86 

Once again in gladness 8 

Osing to me of heaven 12 

say, can you see by the dawn's early light 112 

Our Shepherd 35 

Our Celebration 128 

Pilgrim Song • 20 

Pilgrims, we are to Canaan bound 183 

Pleyel'sHymn 74 

Poor and needy though we be... 68 

Praise fiom infant voices 66 

ProdigaPs Return 116 

R^oice, all ye believers. 85 

Restfor the Weary 22 

Sabbath School Meeting 13 

Savior, like a Shepherd lead tts 63 

Shall we meet 136 

Shining Shore 90 
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Sing his pratse... <«..«.«.«.«...•#••... «###..#.«. 

Soug of the Wt&Tj .^..« tftf#< 72 

Some love ta drink *»., 48 

Stay, Brother, stay w... .«#.tf«..^«. ....^^tf.^^. 17 

Sunny Side. 24 

Sweet the moments ^ «««.....#<«.... 24 

Temperance song ..tt^,4*^*». 47 

There is a land of pure dellght^r 117 

The Star-Spangled Baxmer ##. 112 

The Lightship. *....*. ., 109 

The Bible • 108 

The Day is Breaking *,^ 62 

There is a happy land «.... «<.#<. 71 

The labors of another yetr/.. .«..#««.. tf. «..*«.... 4 

There is a plaoo where... «.*«#. 28 

The Lord attends when^.. «««.# 89^ 

The School Qathertng. ..«.« «.,«««.... b 

TheEden Above v.* ...* 7 

The Lord's Prayer •*•... 29 

The Invitation. «^<^, «.<,<«« 87 

This book is all that's left,. .««. ^ ^^^«.... 77 

The Lord is my Shepherd, ..«^#. 88 

Thou sweet gliding Kedron.... «.«..«#« 89 

The sinner's Invitation «•.«<«.«.. 90 

The LovingSavior 92 

The Gospel Ship is Sailhig .«^.««..«^.« 104 

The Alarm ............<*. .r..... 106 

The Sunday School, with joy, « 188 

Thou dear Redeemer ...#• 117 

The Hero's Covering «..« .##. 122 

The Sunday School Army «<.< .«.««.,.. 180 

The old, old year ' 189 

'Tis Religion that can give « ««.. 2S 

'Tis good dear friends «.«#««#..«••... 127 

To my Mother in Heaven 82 

To thy pastures foir and large * 74 

Victory 65 



Watehinan, tell me does the momis^. . • . r. • r. r . • tt> 

Watchman* on the tower ....... 107 

Wanderer, hasten honMi....r ......«.-.rr. 126 

Wc come ^ we come ! «'. r.«. .-.>... 5 

Weep, little children, weep *,^^,f<^,, 10 

We love to go to Sabbath School. ^.*^. 15 

We're bound for the land ••« •« 7 

We're the Lambs of the floek..... .-.. „ 38 

We gather, we gather • # rr.. 119 

We are living, we are dwelling r. . ,. 106 

Wesley *r ,.... 87 

Weicomer welcome day of rest.. ....... .'^. 59 

When sickness, pain, and death ^. «....#.#.. 12 

Whither, Pilgrims, are you going,v.. 30 

When Sumpter's flag went down,. 49 

When marshalled on the. ..«..••• «...^.... 62 

When home returning from the fight. ..'.•«.. ^ . #• 68 

When bri^t rosy morning 70 

What to me are earUi's plMusures «..#...... 72 

What's the News-. 78 

Who are these in bright array.. ^.^.....«.« • 88 

Who shall shig if not^. ^..^..-r. .r.. 91 

What glory gilds the sacred page «.^«... 98 

When the Sabbath bell ie..r.^...^r.. 97 

What shall I do to be sated^ ^....«. lOS 

When his salvation .^ ,^..r...,. 129 

Whi le with ceaseless conne tlSnsun^.^ 82 

When shall the voice of singing .■.-...«. 132 

Will you be there? 98 

Will you come to tbeSpiin(t....«« #.«.r...r.. 44 

Willieandl ]6 

Woolwich...... 14 

Would you be as asfeb flore 6 

Yarmouth 182 

Tes, we'll meet....... 187 

Zion'sPUgrim 188 
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IMItJSIO BOOIS:S. 



EOLIAN HARP, No. I. A Sunday School and Band of Hope Musio Book. By 
Rev. J. W. Dadmttn. 
If you want the greatest variety in the smallest compass, where every piece is a gem, 
get Eolian Harp, No. 1. $5 per hundred, or 66 cents per dozen, sent by mail. 

EOLIAN HARP, No. 2. 

This is entirely different from No. 1, it being a continuation of the work. It coi^tains 
some beautiful pieces for Christnaas and New Years. Also, Patriotic and Temperance 
Songs. 96 pages, $8 per hundred. 

EOLIAN HARP, Nos. I and 2. 

In one volume, making 144 pages, and more than 250 tunes and hymns. Price $12 
per hundred; postage one cent each. Bound in cloth backs, $16, per»hundred; postage, 
3 cents. Sample copies sent free of postage, on receipt of price. • 

THE MELODEON. Enlarged Edition, By Eev. J. W. Dadmttn. 

The Melodeon has been enlarged at the request of several churches, who have intro- 
duced it for congregational singing. Here you will find the new revival melodies and the 
best old tunes combined, 176 pages, 16mo., cloth binding, neat and strong. X80 tunes ; 
239 hymns. Price, only 30 cents ; $2.75 per dozen. SentTby mail for 36 cents. 

ARMY AND NAVY MELODIES. New Edition, By Rev. J. W. Dadmun, 

This is just the J)ook to send to your friends in the Army and Navy. It is just the 
book for the timeCand has already been introduced into some of our Common Schools. 
The covers are embellished with two beautiful flag pictures, printed in co' .rs. 144 hymns 
and tunes ; 64 pages 12mo..^Price, 12 cents per copy ; $1 per dozen. Postage, 1 cent. 
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